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The Tragedy of 
King Richard II. 

Act First. 
Scene I. 

London. Kkg Richard? i palate. 

Eater King Richard, John of Garni, vntb other 
Notice a, ' 



K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lancaster, 
Hut thou, according to thy oath and band, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold ton, 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 
Which then our kuure would not let us hear, 
Againit the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. Tell me, moreover, haat thou wunded him, 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 
Or worthily, aa a good subject should, IO 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 



Gc 



Act i. St L «e The Tragedy of 

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him en that argument, 
On *om« apparent danger seen in him 
Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our pretence ; nice to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will bear 
The accuier and the accrued freely (peak : 
High-atomach'd are they both, and full of ire, 
Id rage deaf at the sea, baity ai fire. 

Enter BoSmgbroke and Mowbray. 

Bating. Many yean of happy daya befal 10 

My graciout sovereign, my moat loving liege 1 

Mow. Each day (till better other's happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 
Add an immortal tide to your crown I 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but flatten us, 
Ai well anpearcth by the cause yon come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Baling. First, heaven be the record to my speech 1 30 
In the devotion of a subject's love, 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 
Come I appellant to this princely presence. 
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Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I torn to thee, 
And mark my greeting well ; for what I (peak 
My body thai] make good upon thia earth, 
Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou ait a traitor and a miscreant, 
Too good to be to, and too bad to live, 40 

Since the more fair and crystal is the tky, 
The uglier aeem the cloud* that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 
And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move, 
What my tongue speaks my right drawn sword may 
prove. 
Mow. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal ; 
'Til not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain [ 50 

The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this : 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush'd and nought at all to say : 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post until it had return'd 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty, 
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And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I ipit at him ; 60 

Call him a slanderous coward and a villain : 

Which to maintain I would allow him odds, 

And meet him, were T tied to ran afoot 

Even to the frozen ridge* of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englishman dnrtt aet hi* foot. 

Mean time let this defend my loyalty. 

By all my hope*, moat falsely doth he lie. 

BoSag. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage, 
Declaiming here the kindred of the king ; jo 

And lay aside my high blood's royalty, 
Which fear, not reverence, make* thee to except. 
If guilty dread have left thee ao much strength 
Aa to take op mine honour'* pawn, then stoop : 
By that and all the rite* of knighthood else, 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Mow. I take it up ; and by that sword I swear, 

Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I 'II answer thee in any fair degree, 80 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor or unjustly fight I 



King Richard 11.** ActLSci. 

K. Rich. What doth our couiin lay to Mowbray'* charge i 
It mnit be great that can inherit us 
So much aa of a thought of ill in him. 

Btrlmg. Look, what I speak, my life ihall prove it true ; 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand noble* 
In name of lending* for your highness' loldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd employment*, 
Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 91 

Beside* I say and will in battle prove, 
Or here or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey'd by English eye, 
That all the treasons for these eighteen yean 
Complotted and contrived in this land 
Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 
Further I say, and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, 
That he did plot the Duke of Gloucester's death, 100 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries, 
And consequently, like a traitor coward, 
Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of blood: 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries, 
Even from the tongueles* caverns of the earth, 
To me for justice and rough chastisement 1 
And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 
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K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars ! 

Thomas of Norfolk, what say'at thou to this > 1 1 o 

Man. O, let my sovereign turn away hii face, 
And bid hit ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this slander of his blood, 
How God and good men hate so foul a liar. 

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and cars : 
Were be my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir, 
As he is but my father's brother's son, 
Now, by my sceptre's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 120 
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul : 
He is our subject, Mowbray ; so art thou : 
Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

M&n. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart, 

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest. 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais 
Disbursed I duly to his highness' soldiers ; 
The other part reserved I by consent, 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 130 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen : 
Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester's death, 
I slew him not j but to my own disgrace 
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Neglected my «wo ra doty in that ease. 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 
The honourable father to my foe, 
Once did I lay aa ambush for you life, 
A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul s 
But ere I last received the sacrament 
I did confess it, and exactly begg'd I4O 

Your grace's pardon, and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault: aa for the rest appeal'd, 
It issues from the rancour of a villain, / 
A recreant and most degenerate traitor : / 
Which in myself I boldly will defend ;/ 
And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor' ■ foot, 
To prove myself a loyal gentleman 
Even to die best blood chamber'd in his bosom. 
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150 

Tour highness to assign oar trial day. 
K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me | 
Let *s purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice make* too deep incision : 
Forget, forgive ; conclude and be agreed ; 
Our doctors say this is no month to bleed. 
Good uncle, let this end where it began ; 
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We '11 calm the Duke of Norfolk, yon your son. 

Gaunt. To be a make-peace (hall become my age : 160 
Throw down, my ton, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 

K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down bit. 

Gaunt. When, Harry, when ? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again. 

K. Rick Norfolk, throw down, we bid ; there U no boot. 

Mow. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot. 
My life thou ahalt command, but not my ihame : 
The one my duty owes j but my fair name, 
Despite of death that lira upon my grave, 
To dark dishonour's use thou abak not have. 
I am disgraced, impeach'd and baffled here ; 170 
Pierced to the soul with slander's venom'd spear, 
The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 

K. Rkb. Rage must be withstood ; 

Give me his gage : lions make leopards tame. 

Mow. Yea, but not change his spots : take but my shame, 
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 
The purest treasure mortal tunes afford 
Is spotless reputation 1 that away, 
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 
A jewel in a tcn-times-barr'd-up cheat 180 

Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
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Mine honour U my life ; both grow in one j 
Take honour from roe, and my life ii done : 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try j 
In that I live and for that will I die. 

K. Rich. Cousin, throw up your gage ; do you begin. 

fioSng. O, God defend my tool from such deep sin ! 
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father's sight ? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before thin out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue 190 
Shall wound my honour with inch feeble wrong, 
Or sound ao baae a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear, 
And spit it bleeding in hit high disgrace, 
Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 
[Exit Gaunt. 

K. Huh. We were not born to sue, but to command ; 
Which since we cannot do to make yon friends, 
Be ready, u your lives shall answer it, 
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert'* day : 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate aoo 
The swelling difference of your settled hate : 
Since we can not atone yon, we shall see 
Justice design the victor's chivalry. 
Lord marshal, command our officers at arms 
Be ready to direct these home alarms. [Extunl. 
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Scene II. 

The Duhe of Lancaster i poloet. 

Enter John of Garni with tht Duchtti of Gbuatter. 

Gaunt. Ala*, the put I had in Woodstock'* blood 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaim*, 
To ftir against the butchera of hia life I 
But since correction lieth in those hand* 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Pot we onr quarrel to the will of heaven ; 
Who, when they aee the houri ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Duct. Find* brotherhood in thee no sharper apur f 

Hath lore in thy old blood no living fire i 10 

Edward'* aeven son*, whereof thyaelf art one, 

Were aa aeven vial* of hit tiered blood, 

Or aeven fair branches springing from one root : 

Some of thoae aeven are dried by nature'* course, 

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut ; 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloucester, 

One vial full of Edward's sacred blood, 

One flourishing branch of hi* most royal root, 

I* crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt, 

la hack'd down, and his summer leave* all faded, so 
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By envy's hand and murder'* bloody axe. 

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that womb, 

That metal, that self-mould, that fbhion'd thee 

Made him a man; and though thou livesf and breathett, 

Yet art thou slain in him : thou do«t content 

In tome large measure to thy father's death, 

In that thou seett thy wretched brother die, 

Who wan the model of thy father'* life. 

Call it not patience, Gaunt ; it U despair : 

In suffering thus thy brother to be tlaughter'd, 30 

Thou ahowest the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee ; 

That which in mean men we intitle patience 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say 1 to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is to venge my Gloucester's death. 

Gaunt. God's is the quarrel ; for God's substitute, 
His deputy anointed in His sight, 
Hath caused his death : the which if wrongfully, 
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 40 

An angry arm against His minister. 

Dock Where then, alas, may I complain myself! 

Gasmi. To God, the widow's champion and defence. 

Duck Why, then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 
Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
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Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight : 
O, nt my husband'* wrong* on Hereford'* fpear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray'* breaat 1 
Or, if misfortune mitt the fir*t career, 
Be Mowbray** «ins *o heavy in hi* bosom, 50 

That they may break hi* foaming courser's back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the list*, 
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
Farewell, old Gaunt : thy sometime* brother** wife 
With her companion grief mutt end her life 

Gaunt. Sitter, farewell 1 I must to Coventry : 

A* much good nay with thee a* go with me 1 

Dutb. Yet one word more : grief boundeth where it falls, 
Not with the empty hollowness, but weight : 
I take my leave before I have began, 60 

For sorrow end* not when it *eemeth done. 
Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York. 
Lo, this it all :— nay, yet depart not so ; 
Though this be all, do not to quickly go % 
I shall remember more. Bid him— ah, what t — 
With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 
Alack, and what shall good old York there ace 
But empty lodging* and unfurniih'd walls, 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stone* ? 69 

And what hear there for welcome but my groans ? 
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Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 
To tek out sorrow that dwelt* every where. 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die : 
The kit leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

{Emma. 



Tbt lutt at Coventry. 
Enter the hard Martha! and tit Duke of Aumerle. 

Mar. My Lord Aumerle, u Harry Hereford arm'd i 

Aum. Yea, at all point! ; and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Dnke of Norfolk, (prightfolly and bold, 
Stay* bat the summon* of the appellant' i trumpet. 

Aum. Why, then, the champions are prepared, and Ray 
For nothing but hi* majetty'a approach. 

The trumpets i wind, and tbt King enters with his nobles, Gaunt, 
Bushy, Bagot, Greta, and ethers. Wbtn thty are 
set, enter Mowbray m arms, defendant, with a Herald. 

K. Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of liis arrival here in arms : 
Ask him his name, and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 10 

Mar. In God's name and the king's, say who thou art, 
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And why thou comett tbnt knightly clad in arm* ; 

Against what man thou comett, and what thy quarrel : 

Speak truly, nn thy knighthood and thy oath ; 

Ai an defend thee heaven and thy valour ! 
Mow. My name it Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk ; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath — 

Which God defend a knight should violate !— 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth 

To God, my king, and my succeeding iaaoe, 20 

Against the Duke nf Hereford that appeals me ; 

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm, 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me : 

And at I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 
The trumpctt towiJ. Enter Ba&nginth, appellant, 
m armour, with a Herald. 
K. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 

Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 

Thus plated in babilimenu of war ; 

And formally, according to our law. 

Depose him in the justice of his cause. 30 

Mar. Whatuthyname?andwhereforecome8tthoahither, 

Before King Richard in his royal lista 1 

Against whom comett thoui and what's thy quarrel f 
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Speak like a true knight, to defend thee heaven ! 

BaSng. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 
Am I ; who ready here do Hand in anna, 
To prove, by God's grace and my body*! valour, 
In liau, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
To God of heaven, King Richard and to me j 40 
And ai I truly fight, defend me heaven I 

Mar. On pun of death, no person be to bold 
Or daring-hardy aa to touch the lists, 
Except the marshal and such officer! 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Be&g. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's hand, 
And bow my knee before his majesty : 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 
Then let ni take a ceremonious leave 50 

And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all duty greet* yonr highness, 
And crave* to kiss your hand and take hi* leave. 

AT. Rich. We will descend and fold him in our aims. 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, . 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 
Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou abed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 
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Boring. 0, let oo noble eye profane a ten* 

For me, if I be gored with Mowbray** tpear i 60 

Ai confident m it the falcon' 1 flight 

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight 

My loving lord, I take my leave of yon j 

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Anmerle ; 

Not *ick, although I hare to do with death, 

But luaty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

Lo, aj at English feasts, to I regreet 

The daintieu last, to make the end moat aweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 70 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 

To reach at victory above my head, 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayer* | 

And with thy Meaning* Keel my lance'* point. 

That it may enter Mowbray** waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt, 

Even in the luaty haviour of hi* ton. 

Gaunt. God in thy good cause nuke thee prosperou* ! 
Be iwift like lightning in the execution 1 
And let thy blow*, doubly redoubled, SO 

Fall like amazing thunder on the caaque 
Of thy advene pernicknii enemy : 
Route up thy youthful blood, be. valiant and lire 
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Baling. Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive 1 

Mom. However God or fortune cast my Jot, 

There lives or diet, true to King Richard's throne, 

A loyal, just and upright gentleman : 

Never did captive with a freer heart 

Caat off his chaint of bondage, and embrace 

Hie golden uncontroll'd enfranchisement, 90 

More than my dancing icul doth celebrate 

Thi* feast of battle with mine adversary. 

Moat mighty liege, and my companion peers, 

Take from my month the wish of happy yean : 

As gentle and as jocund as to jest 

Go I to fight t truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Met. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye- 
Order the trial, anarahaJ, and begin. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 100 
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right 1 

Bating. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen. 

Mar. Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of Norfolk. 

Ftrit Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 
Standi here for God, his sovereign and himself, 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king and him j 
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And darei him to «e£ forward to the fight. 

Sec. Her. Here ttandeth Thomaa Mowbray, Duke of 
Norfolk, i to 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 
Both to defend himeelf and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby, 
To God, his sovereign and to him dialoyal j 
Courageously and with a free desire 
Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpet* ) and tet forward, combatant*. 

[A charge maided. 
Stay, the king hath thrown hi* warder down. 

K. Rkb. Let them lay by their helmet* and their •pears, 
And both return back to their chain again : ■ 20 
Withdraw with u* r and let the trumpet* sound 
While we return these duke* what we decree. 

[A iongjfaorub. 
Draw near, 

And list what with oar council we hare done. 
For that our kingdom'* earth ahould not be soil'd 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered j 
And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wound* plongh'd up with neighbour*' (word ; 
And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspirtng and ambitious thoughts, 130 
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With rival-hatiug envy, set on you 

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 

Drawi the tweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 

Which so rooted up with boisterous untuned drums, 

With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 

And grating ahock of wrathful iron anna, 

Might from our quiet confine* fright fair peace. 

And make ua wade even in our kindred's blood; 

Therefore, we banish you our territories i 

You, amain Hereford, upon pain of life, 140 

Till twice five summers have enrich' d our fields 

Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Bating. Your will be done : this mutt my comfort be, 
That tun that warms you here shall shine on me { 
And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment, 

K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The sly slow hours shall not determinate 150 

The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; 
The hopeless word of ' never to return ' 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Ma*i>. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 
And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth : 
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A dearer merit, not to deep a maim 

Aa to be caat forth in the common air, 

Have I deserved at your highness' hand*. 

The language I have feam'd theae forty years, 

My native English, now I muat forgo : 160 

And now my tongue's use ii to me no more 

Than an unttrbged tiol or a harp ; 

Or like a cunning instrument cased up, 

Or, being open, pot into hia handa 

That knows no touch to tunc the harmony t 

Within my month you hare engaol'd my tongue. 

Doubly portcullia'd with my teeth and lips ; 

And dull unfeeling barren ignorance 

la made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 170 

Too far in yean to be a pupil now: 

What it thy sentence then but speechless death, 

Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath ? 

K. Rith. It boots thee not to be compassionate : 
After our sentence plaining cornea too late. 

Mow. Then thus I turn me from my country's light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal sword your banuh'd handa 
Swear by the duty that you owe to God— 1 80 
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Our pari therein we banish with yourselves— 

To keep the oath that we administer : 

You never shall , so help yon truth and God I 

Embrace each other's lore in banishment ; 

Nor never look upon each other'* face ; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 

This louring tempest of your home-bred hate i 

Nor never by advised purpose meet 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 

'Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 190 

Bo&ng. I awear. 

Mow. And I, to keep all this. 

Baling. Norfolk, to far at to mine enemy : — 
By this time, had the king permitted us, 
One of our souls had wanderM in the air, 
Baniah'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 
As now our flesh is banish'd from this land : 
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm ) 
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty soul. 200 

Mom. No, Bolingbrokc : if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven baniah'd a* from hence I 
But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know t 
And all too toon, I fear, the king shall rue. 
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Farewell, my liege. Now do wit «"> I war i 
Sate back to England, all the world '■ my way. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Uncle, erai in the giant * of tbine eye* 
I sec thy grieved heart : thy tad aspect 
Hath from the number of hi* banish'd yean 210 
Plock'd four away. [T» Baling.'] S.x frozen winters 

•pent, 
Return with welcome home from banishment. 

Baling. How long a time lie* in one little word 1 
Four lagging winter* and four wanton ipringa 
End in a word : auch ii the breath of king*. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard of me 
He ihortenj four years of my son's exile 1 
Bat little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For, ere the aix yean that he hath to spend 
Can change their mooni and bring their tiroes about, 
My oil-dried lamp and dme-bewaated light 2x1 
Shall be extinct with age and endleat night ; 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold death not let roe see my ion. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou but many yean to live. 

Gaml. But not a minute, king, that thou canst give : 
Shorten my days thou canst with lulleo sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lead a a 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age, 
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But Map no wrinkle in hit pilgrimage ; 930 

Thy word u current with him for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rich. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave : 
Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lour ? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 
You urged me u a judge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 
To smooth hi* fault I should have been more mild : 
A partial slander sought I to avoid, 141 

And in the sentence my own lire destroy* d. 
Alas, I look'd when some of you should say, 
I was too strict to make mine own away 1 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do my«elf this wrong. 

K. Rich. Cousin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid him so : 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[Flourith. Eaamt Kvtg Richard and tram. 

Jam. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not know. 
From where you do remain let paper show. 150 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride, 
As far u land will let me, by your aide. 

Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words, 
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That thou return's! no greeting to thy friends ? 

Baling. I have too few to take my leave of yon, 
When the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gtmnt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Baling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Gaunt. What a aix winten .' they are quickly gone. 260 

Doling. To men in joy 1 but grief make* one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takett for pleasure. 

Baling. My heart will sigh when t miacall it 10, 
Which find* it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The fallen passage of thy weary step* 
Esteem as foil wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 

BoBng. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 370 

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages, and in the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief f 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus { 
There is no virtue like necessity. 



King Richard II. **> Act i Sc. iii 

Think not the king did banish thee, 
But thoa thf king, Woe doth the heavier sit, 380 
Where it perceive* it ii bat faintly borne. 
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour 
And not the king exiled thee j or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air 
And thou art flying to a freshet clime : 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thoa go'st, not whence thou coram: 
Suppose the singing birds musician*, 
The grass whereon thou tread' st the presence streVd, 
The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 290 
Than a delightful measure or a dance ; 
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mock* at it and set* it light. 
BoSng. O, who can hold a fire in hi* hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus i 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By bare imagination of a feast t 
Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat ? 
O, no 1 the apprehension of the good 300 

Give* but the greater feeling to the worse : 
Pell sorrow' 1 tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when he bite*, but lanceth not the sore. 
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Gaunt. Came, come, my ton, I '11 bring thee on thy way : 

Hid I thy youth and came, I would noVnayj) 
BeSng. Then, England'* ground, farewell; aweet toil, 

My mother, and my none, that bean me yet 1 
Where'er I wander, boatt of thii I can, 
Though baniah'd, yet a truebora Engliihman. 

{EmtuM, 

Scene IV. 

The court. 

Enter the King, with Bagol and Green at on* door j 

tmd the Dulu of Awmtrlt at another. 

K. Rich. We did obaerrc. Coiuin Aumerle, 

How far brought you high Hereford on hii way ? 
/htm. I brought high Hereford, if yon call him to. 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 
K, Rich. And aay, what wore of parting tears were ahed i 
Attn. Faith, none for me ; except the north-eaat wind, 
Which then blew bitterly againtt onr facet, 
Awaked the altering rheum, and to by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 
K. Rkb. What (aid our couaia when you parted with 
him? to 
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Aw*. 'Farewell:' 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should m profane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of flicb grief, 
That word* seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave. 
Marry, would the word ■ farewell ' have lengthen'd 

hoars 
And added yean to hit thort banishment, 
He should have had a volume of farewells { 
Bat lincc it would not, he had none of me. 

K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; bat 'tis doubt, 10 
When time shall call him home from banishment. 
Whether our kinsman come to see hi* friends. 
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green 
Observed hi* courtship to the common people \ 
How be did seem to dire into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy, 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves, 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles 
And patient anderbeariDg of hi* fortune, 
As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 30 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid God speed him well 
And bad the tribute of his supple knee, 
With 'Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends ; ' 
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Ai were our England in reversion his, 
And he our subjects' next degree in hope. 

Great. Well, he is gone ; and with him go these thoughts. 
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage must be made, my liege. 
Ere farther leisure yield them further means 40 

For their advantage and your highness' loss. 

K. Rid. We will ourself in person to this war ; 
And, for our coffers, with too great a court 
And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light, 
We are inforced to' farm our royal realm ; 
The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : if that come short, 
Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold 5° 
And send them after to supply our wants j 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Buibj. 

Bushy, what news i 
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord, 

Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post haste 

To entreat your majesty to visit him. 
K. Ricb. Where lies hef 
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Buiby. At Ely House. 

K, Rub. Now put it, God, in the physician's mind 

To help him to his grare immediately ! 6o 

The lining of hi* coffers (hall make coat* 
To deck our soldiers for that Irish wan- 
Come, gentlemen, let '• all go rait him : 
Pray God we may make twite, and come too late ! 

AU. Amen. \_Escmit. 

Act Second. 



Ely Saute. 
Enter John of Gaunt ikl, with tie Duke of Tori, frc. 
Gaunt. Will the king come, that 1 may breathe my last 

Id wholesome counsel to hi* unitaid youth ? 
Fori. Vex not yourself, nor ttriTC not with your breath ; 

For all in vain comet counsel to hit ear. 
Gaunt. O, but they cay the tongue* of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony : 
Where word* are scarce, they are seldom spent in 

For they breathe truth that breathe their word* in 
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He that no more must say is listen' d more 9 

Than they whom youth and awe have taught to 
glose; 
More are men'i ends mark'd than their tires before : 

The setting fan, and music at the close, 
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest hat, 
Writ in remembrance more than thing* long past : 
Though Richard my life's counsel would Dot hear. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear 

Ycri. No t it is stopp'd with other flattering sounds, 
A* praises, of whose taste the wise are fond, 
Laaciriou* metres, to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen j so 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity— 
So it be new, there '• no respect how vile — 
That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears i 
Then all too late come* counsel to be beard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard. 
Direct not him whose way himself will choose : 
'Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new inspired 31 

And thus expiring do foretell of him : 



King Richard II. ■» Act n. Sc. i. 

His rash fierce blaze of Hot cannot last, 
For violent fire* soon bom out themselves | 
Small shower* last long, but sudden Koran are short | 
He tires betimes that spun too fast betimes f 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 
Consuming meant, soon preya upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, tbii sccpter'd isle, 40 
Tbia earth of majesty, this teat of Mart, 
Thit other Eden, demi-paradiae ; 
ThU fortress bulk by Mature for heraelf 
Againtt infection and the hand of war ; 
Thia happy breed of men, this little wwjd, 
This precious atone set in the tilrer tea, 
Which serve* it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 
Against the envy of lets happier land* ; 
Thia bleated plot, thia earth, this realm, thia Eng- 
land, 50 
This nunc, thia teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear'd by their breed and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds at far from home, 
For Christian service and true chivalry, 
Aa it the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
Of the world's ransom, bleated Mary's Son ; 

* 
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This land of such dear soul", thin dear dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 
It now leased out, I die pronouncing it, 
Like to a tenement or pelting farm : 60 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky ahore beats back the enriont siege 
Of watery Neptune, it now bound in with shame, 
With inky biota and rotten parchment bonds : 
That England, that waa wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 
Ah, would the scandal Tanish with my lite, 
How happy then were my ensuing death I 

Enter King Richard and Queen, Aumtrlt, Buthj, 
Green, Bagot, Ron, and IVdhughbj. 

Tort. The king U come : deal mildly with hit youth ; 
For young hot colts being raged do rage the more. 70 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster f 

K. Rich. What comfort, man i how it't with aged Gaunt ? 

Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composition I 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt 1 
For sleeping England long time have I watch'd ; 
Watching breeds leanness, leannew it all gaunt: 
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The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 
Ii my ttrict fait ; I mean, my children's looks ; So 
And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt at a grave, 
Whote hollow womb inherits nought but bone*. 

K. Kith. Can rick men play so nicely with their name* ? 

Gauxt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou doat seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K. Rieb. Should dying men natter with those that live > 

Gmmt. No, no, men living flatter those that die. 

K. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say' fit thou flatterett me. 

Garni. O, no ! thou diest, though I the ticker be. 9 1 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 

Gasau. Now, He that made me knows I see thee ill ; 
111 in myself to tee, and in thee seeing ill. 
Thy death-bed it no lesser than thy land, 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Com mit' m thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee : 
A thousand flatterers tit within thy crown, 100 

Whote compass is no bigger than thy head ; 
And yet, incaged in so small a verge, 
The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

* 
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O, had thy graodiire with a prophet's eye 
Seen how hit son's ton should destroy fait sons. 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ahame, 
Deposing thee before thou wert possess' d, 
Which art poaaeaa'd now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wen thou regent of the world, 
It were a ahame to let this land by teaae ; no 

But, tor thy world enjoying but thia land, 
la it not more than ahame to ahame it ao '. 
Landlord of England art thou oow, not king i 
Thy atate of law ia bondslave to the law j 
And thou — 

AT. Rich. A lunatic lean-witted fool) 

Presuming on an ague'* privilege, 
Darett with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 
With fury from his native residence. 
Now, by my seat's right royal majesty, ISO 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's ton, 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent shoulders. 

Gaunt. O, spare me not, my brother Edward's sou, 
For that I was hit father Edward's son ; 
That blood already, like the pelican, 
Haat thou tapp'd out and drunkenly caroused : 
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My brother Gloucester, plain well-meaning tout. 
Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongtt happy Mull ! 
May be a precedent and witneet good 13a 

That thou reipect'st not ipilling Edward"* blood : 
Join with the preaent aickneaa that I hare ) 
And thy unkindnew be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long wither*d flower. 
Live in thy ahame, but die not ablate with thee I 
Theee wordi hereafter thy tormentora be! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 
Lore they to live that lore and honour have. 

[Exit, borne off by hit Attendant/, 

K. Rkh. And let them die that age and rallent have j 
For both haat thou, and both become the grave. 140 

Tori. I do beaeech your majctty, impute hii word* 
To wayward ncklinen and age in him : 
He love* you, on my life, and hold* yon dear 
At Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Rkb. Right, you aay true : aa Hereford*! love, to hia ; 
Aa theirs, to mine ; and all be ai it it. 

Eater Northumberland. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt 

majeaty. 
K.Rxb. Whatmythe? 
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North. Nay, nothing ; all is Hid : 

His tongue is now a stringiest instrument } 
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 1 50 

Tort. Be York the next that must be bankrupt so ! 
Though death be poor, it end* a mortal woe. 

K. Rich. The ripest fruit first fella, and to doth he ; 
Hit time is spent, «ur pilgrimage mutt be. 
So much for that. Now for oar Irish war* : 
We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 
.Which live like venom where no venom else 
But only they have privilege to live. 
And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 
Toward* oar assistance we do seize to us 160 

The plate, coin, revenues and moveables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possest'd. 

Tori. How long shall I be patient 1 ah, how long 
Shall tender doty make me suffer wrong i 
Not Gloucester's death, nor Hereford's banishment, 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About hit marriage, nor my own disgrace, 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 170 
I am the last of noble Edward's sons, 
Of whom thy rather, Prince of Wales, was first 1 
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In war wu never lion raged more fierce, 
In peace wu never gentle lamb more mild, 
Than wa» that young and princely gentleman. 
HU face thou but, for even to look'd he, 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours ; 
But when he frown'd, it waa against the French 
And not against his friends ; hia noble hand 
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that 180 
Which hia triumphant father's hand had won } 
Hia hand* were guilty of no kindred blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of hia kin. 
O Richard ! York ia too far gone with grief, 
Or elae he never would compare between. 

K. Rich. Why, uncle, what 'a the matter ? 

Tort. O my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleated 
Not to be pardon'd, am content withal. 
Seek you to aeize and gripe into your hand* 
The royalties and rights of banith'd Hereford I 1 90 
Ia not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live I 
Waa not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true i 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir i 
Ia not hia heir a well -deserving son I 
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from time 
His charters and his customary rights j 
"</ » 

Google 
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Let not to-morrow thee ensue to-day i 

Be not thyself; for how art thou a king 

But by fair sequence and succession ? 

Now, afore God — God forbid I say true ! — soo 

If yon do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights, 

Call in the letters patents that he hath 

By his attorneys-general to sue 

His livery, and deny his offer' d homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts, 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 

Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

K. Rich. Think what yon will, we seize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his lands, a i o 

Tart. 1 '11 not be by the while : my liege, farewell ; 
What will ensue hereof, there 's none can tell j 
But by bad courses may be understood 
That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 

K. Ritt. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight t 
Bid him repair to us to Ely House 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create, in absence of ouraelf, 
Our uncle York lord governor of Roland i *ao 
For he is just and always loved us well. 
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Come on, our queen : to-morrow mutt we part ; 

Be merry, for out time of stay is short. 

\_Flouriib. Exeunt King, Queen, Aumerle, 
Bushy, Green, and Bagat. 
North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead. 
Rote, And living too ; for now his son is duke. 
Willo. Barely in title, not in revenues. 
North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Rote. My heart is great ; but it mutt break with silence, 

Ere 't be duburden'd with a liberal tongue. 
North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him ne'er speak 
more 230 

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 
WtUo. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the Duke of 
Hereford^ 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 
Rott. No good at a) that I can do for him ; 

Unless you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 
North. Now, afore God, 'tis shame such wrongs are borne 

In him a royal prince and many moe 

Of noble blood in this declining land. 240 

The king is not himself, bat basely led 

By flatterers ; and what they will inform, 
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Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all. 
That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainit us, our livei, our children, and our heirs. 

Rail. The common! hath he pill'd with grievous taxes, 
And quite lost their hearts : the noble* hath he fined 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their heart*. 

WiSo. And daily new exactions are devised, 

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what i 3 50 
But what, o* God's name, doth become of this ? 

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warrM he hath not, 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his noble ancestors achieved with blows : 
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ron. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 

WHk. The king 's grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 

North. Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him. 

Rati. He bath not money for these Irish wars, 

His burtheaons taxations notwithstanding, 160 

But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman : most degenerate king 1 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm 1 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails, 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Rati. We sec the very wreck that we must sutler 1 



King Richard II. tv> Act n. Sc i. 

' And unavoided it the danger now, 
For suffering to the ouki of our wreck. 

North. Not w ; even through the hollow eye* of death 
I spy life peering ; but I dare not lay 371 

How near the tidingt of our comfort it. 

Wilb. Nay, let us -share thy thought*, at thou dott oust. 

Rait. Be confident to apeak, Northumberland : 
We three are but thyself ; and, tpeaking to, 
Thy worda are but aa thoughta ; therefore, be bold. 

North. Then thai : I have from le Port Blanc, a bay 
In Brittany, received intelligence 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainold Lord 
CobiunL 



That late broke from the Duke of Enter, 

Hit brother, Archbiahop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpinaham, Sir John Ranttton, 

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterloo and Francis 

Quoins, 
All these well furniah'd by the Duke of Bretagne 
Whh eight tall ships, three thousand men of war, 
Are making hither with all due expedience 
And ibortly mean to touch our northern shore: 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 190 
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If then we shall shake off our slavish joke, 
Imp out bur drooping country'* broken wing, 
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish 'd crown, 
Wipe off the dot that hide* oar sceptre's gilt, 
And make high majesty look like itself, 
Away with me in port to Rarenspurgh ; 
But if yon faint, at fearing to do so, 
Stay and be secret, and myself will go. 

Ratt. To horse, to hone ! urge doubts to them that fear. 

W3U, Hold out my hone, and I will first be there. 300 

Scene II. 
Windier Cattle. 
Enter Queen, Buihy, and Bagel. 
Btuhy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad : 

Vou promised, when you parted nth the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 
Queen. To please the king I did j to please myself 
I cannot do it f yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief, 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
A* my sweet Richard : yet again, methinka, 
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Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 10 
Is coming towards me, and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy, Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows, 
Which shows like grief itself, but is not to ; 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects ; 
Like perspectives, which, rightly gazed upon, 
Show nothing but confusion, eyed awry, 
Distinguish form ; so your sweet majesty, zo 

Looking awry upon your lord's departure, 
Find shape* of grief, more than himself, to wail s 
Which, look'd on a* it is, is naught but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice -gracious queen, 
More than your lord's departure weep not : more's 

not seen; 
Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye, 
Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Qutat. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise : howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad, 30 

As, though on thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Btuby. 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 
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Queen. 'Tib notliing lew ; conceit it still derived 
Prom some forefather grief; mine i» not so, 
For nothing hath begot my something grief; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve : 
'Tis in reversion that I do possess ; 
But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot. 40 

Enter Green. 

Green. God lave your majesty ! and well met, gentlemen : 
I hope the king i* not yet shipp'd for Ireland. 

Quern. Why hopeet thou so ? 'tis better hope he is j 
For bis designs crave haste, his haste good hope : 
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp'd ? 

Green. That he, our hope, might have reared his power, 
And driven into despair as enemy's hope, 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land : 
The banish' d Bolingbroke repeals himself, 
And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 50 

At Ravenspurgh. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Green. Ah madam, 'tis too true : and that is worse, 

The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry 

Percy, 
The Lords of Rosa, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
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With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Buibf. Why have yon not proclaim' d Northumberland 
And all the rest revoked faction traitors i 

Greta. We have : whereupon the Earl of Worcester 
Hath broke hit stafF, resign'd hit stewardship, 
And all the household servants fled with him 60 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe, 
And Bolingbroke my torrow*i dismal heir : 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy, 
And 1, a gasping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd. 

Butby. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. Who shall hinder me r 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope : be is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper back of death, 70 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 
Which raise hope fingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 
Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 
Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck ; 

O, full of careful business are his looks ! 

Uncle, for God's sake, speak comfortable words. 



Act II. Sc. ii. «■ The Tragedy of 

Tori. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts ; 
Comfort '■ in heaven ; and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lira but crossea, cares and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to tare far off, 80 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his land, 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself; 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Strv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 
Turk. He was f Why, to ! go all which way it will ! 

The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. 

Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister Gloucester ; 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : 9 1 

Hold, take my ring. 
Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship, 

To-day, as I came by, I called there ; 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 
Tort. What is 't, knave ? 
Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died. 
Tori. God for hit mercy I what a tide of woes 

Comes rushing on this woeful land at once ! 
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I know not what to do: I would to God, 100 

So my untruth had not provoked him to it, 
The king had cut off my head with my brother'*. 
What, are there no posts diapatch'd for Ireland ! 
How shall we do for money for these wart ? 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say, — pray, pardon 

Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts 
And bring away the armour that is there. 

[Exit Servant. 
Gentlemen, will you go mutter men 1 
If I know how or which way to order these affairs 
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 1 10 

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen : 
The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again 
It my tinman, whom the king hath wrong'd, 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin, I 'II 
Dispose of you. 

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men, 
And meet me presently at Berkeley. 
I should to Flashy too ; 1 10 

But time will not permit ; all is uneven, 
And everything is left at six and seven. 

« [Emamt Tork and Quit*. 
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Bushy. The wind liu fsir for news to go to Ireland, 
But none return*. For ui to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Is all impossible. 

Green. Besides, oar nearness to the king in lore 
la near the hate of those lore not the king. 

Bagol. And that 's the wavering commons : for their love 
Lies in their purses, and whoso empties them 130 
By so much fill* their hearts with deadly hate. 

Biuhy. Wherein the king stand* generally coudemn'd. 

Bagot. If judgement lie in them, then so do we, 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green. Well, I will for refuge straight to Bristol castle t 
The Earl of Wiltshire t* already there. 

Biuhj. Thither will I with yon ; for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us, 
Except like curt to tear ua all to pieces. 
Will you go along with us? I4O 

Bagel. No ; I will to Ireland to hi* majesty. 
Farewell : if heart'* presages be not Tain, 
We three here part that ne'er shall meet again. 

Bu,hj. That 'a a* York thrives to beat back BoUngbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task be undertakes 
Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry : 
Where one on hi* aide fights, thousand* will fly. 
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Farewell at once, far once, for all, and ever. 
Btfy. Well, we may meet again. 
Rapt. I fear me, never. 

[Emm 



Scene HI. 

Wild* m Gloacattrtkirc. 

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland, with Form. 

BoBmg. How far ii it, my lord, to Berkeley now ! 

North. Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire ; 
Theae high wild hill* and rough uneven ways 
Draws out our mile*, and makes them wearisome ; 
And yet your fair discourse hath been u sugar, 
Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 
But I bethink me what a weary way 
Prom Ravensjrargh to Cotawold will he found 
In Rosa and Willoughby, wanting your company, 
Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled I 

The tcdioutness and process of my travel : 
But theirs is sweetened with the hope to hare 
The present benefit which I poss es s ) 
And hope to joy it little lest in joy 
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Than hope enjoy'd : by this the weary lord* 
Shall make their way seem abort, aa mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 
BoTtng. Of much less value it my company 

Than your good word*. But who come* here ? 20 

Enter Henry Percy 
North. It is my hod, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my brother Worcester, whenceroever. 

Hairy, how fares your uncle ? 
Percy. I had thought, my lord] to have learn'd hi* health 

North. Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord j he hath forsook the court, 
Broken hi* staff of office and dispersed 
The household of the king. 

North. What was his reason ? 

He was not *o resolved when last we spake together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 30 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh, 
To offer service to the Duke of Hereford, 
And sent me orer by Berkeley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with directions to repair to Ravenspurgh. 

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy 1 
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Percy. No, ray good lord, for that ia not forgot 

Which ne'er I did remember ; to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 
North. Then learn to know him now % this ia the duke. 
Percy. My gracioua lord, I tender you my service, 41 

Such aa it is, being tender, raw and young ; 

Which elder daya ihall ripen and confirm 

To more approved service and desert. 
Baling. I thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sure 

I count myaelf in nothing else so happy 

A* in a soul remembering my good friends j 

And, a* my fortune ripens with thy love, 

It shall be still thy true love's recompense ; 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it. 
North. How far ia it to Berkeley i and what stir 5 1 

Keeps good old York there with his men of war i 
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon toft of trees, 

Mann'd with three hundred men, aa I have heard ; 

And in it are the Lorda of York, Berkeley, and 
Seymour; 

None else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter Rett and WiUwghby. 
North. Here come the Lord* of Rosa and WUIoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 
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BaSag. Welcome, my lord*. I wot your love puisnes 
A bamih'd traitor ; oil my treasury 60 

la yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich'd 
Shall be your love and labour's recompense. 

Rati. Your presence make! ua rich, moat noble lord. 

'Willo. And tar surmounts our labour to attain it 

Bohng. Evermore thank*, the exchequer of the poor ; 
Which, till my infant fortune cornea to years, 
Standi for my bounty. But who comes here ? 

Enter Berkeley. 

North. It is my Lord of Berkeley, aa I guess. 

Berk. My Lord of Hereford, my message ia to you. 

Baling. My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster ; yo 

And I am come to seek that name in England ; 
And I must find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; 'tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out : 
To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 
From the most gracious regent of this land, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks yon on 
To take advantage of the absent tone 
And fright our native peace with self-bora arms. 80 
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Enter Tori attended. 

Baling. I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here come* oil grace in person. 

My noble node ! \Ktudi. 

Tort. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whose doty is deceivable and false. 

BeSmg. My gracious uncle ! 

Tori. Tut, tot! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle: 

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word ' grace * 

In an ungracious mouth ia but profane. 

Why hare those banish'd and forbidden leg* 90 

Dared once to touch a dust of England's ground ! 

But then more ■ why f ' why have they dared to march 

So many mile* upon her peaceful bosom, 

Frighting her pale-faced villages with war 

And ostentation of despised arms ? 

Comest thou because the anointed king is hence ? 

Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind, 

And in my loyal bosom lies bis power. 

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth 

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 100 

Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 

From forth the ranks of many thousand French, 

O, then how quickly should this arm of mine, 
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Now primmer to the palsy, chastise thee 
And minuter correction to thy fault ! 

Baling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault : 
On what condition stands it and wherein I 

Tori. Even in condition of the worst degree. 
In gross rebellion and detested treason : 
Thou art a banish'd man, and here art come no 
Before the expiration of thy time, 
In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Beting. As I wat banish' d, I was baniih'd Hereford j 
But at I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye i 
You are my father, for methinka in you 
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father. 
Will yon permit that I shall stand condemn'd 
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 1 20 
Pluck'd from my arms perforce and given away 
To upstart unthrifts f Wherefore was I born i 
If that my cousin king be King of England, 
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 
You have a son, Anmerle, my noble cousin ; 
Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouse bis wrongs and chase them to the bay. 
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I am denied to sue my livery here, 
And yet my letter a- patent* give me leave : 130 

My father's goods are all distrain'd and told ; 
And these and all are all amiss employ'd. 
What would you have me do f I am a subject, 
And I challenge law : attorneys are denied me [ 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 
North. The noble duke hath been too much abused. 
Rati. It stands your grace upon to do him right. 
WtUa. Base men by his endowments are made great. 
Tori. My lords of England, let me tell yon this : 140 
I have had feeling of my cousin'i wrongs 
And labour' d all 1 could to do him right ; 
But in this kind to come, in braving anna. 
Be tus own carver and cut out his way, 
To find out right with wrong, it may not be ; 
And yon that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. 
North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming it 
But for his own ; and for the right of that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 150 
And let him ne'er tee joy that breaks that oath 1 
Tori. Well, well, I tee the issue of these armt 1 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 
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Because my power is weak and all ill left : 

But if I could, by Him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all and make yon stoop 

Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But since I cannot, be it known to you 

I do remain aa neuter. So, fare you well ; 

Unlet! you please to enter in the castle 160 

And there repute you for this night. 

Baling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept : 
But we must win your grace to go with ni 
To Bristol castle, which they aay is held 
By Bushy, Bigot sod their complices. 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth, 
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away. 

Tori. It may be I will go with you : bat yet I 'U pause ; 
For I am loath to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are : 1 70 
Things past redress are now with me past care. 

[Eieeimi. 
Scene IV. 

A tamp in WaUi. 
Enter Solidary and a Welsh Captain. 
Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we hare May 'd ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen together. 



King Richard II. **• Act n. Sc. iv. 

And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 

Sat. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman : 
The king reposeth all hit confidence in thee. 

Cap. 'Tit thought the king it dead ; we will not stay. 
The bay-trees in our country are ill wither' d, 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth, 10 
And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful change } 
Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap, 
The one in fear to lose what they enjoy, 
The other to enjoy by rage and war : 
These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. 
Farewell : our countrymen are gone and fled, 
As well assured Richard their king is dead. [_Exit. 

Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind 
1 see thy glory like a shooting star 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament. 20 

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 
Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest : 
Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes, 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exil. 
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Act Third. 

Scene I. 

Brutal. Btfort At ctutU. 

Enter BoSngbroh, Tort, NarthimherLuiJ, Rati, Ptrtj, 
Wdlimghbj, with Busby ami Green, pritemtr*. 

Baling. Bring forth these men. 

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your aoula— 

Since presently your tooli must part your bodies — 

With too much urging your pernicioua Htm, 

For 'twere no charity ; yet, to waah your blood 

From off my hand*, here in the new of men 

I will unfold tome causes of your deaths. 

You have milled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you unhappied and disfigured clean : 10 

You have in manner with your sinful hour* 

Made a divorce betwixt hit queen and him, 

Broke the poaaeaaion of a royal bed 

And stain' d the beauty of a fair queen' a cheeks 

With tear* drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

Myself, a prince by fortune of my birth, 



King Richard 11. ■*> Act in. Sc i. 

Near to the Icing in blood, and near in low 

Till you did make him misinterpret me, 

Have stoop' d my neck under your injuries, 

And ngh'd my English breath in foreign clouds, 20 

Eating toe bitter bread of banishment | 

Whilst you have fed upon my rignoriet, 

Diepark'd my parks and fcll'd my forest woods, 

Prom my own window* torn my household coat, 

Razed out my impress, leaving me no sign, 

Save men's opinions and my living blood, 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more than twice all this, 

Condemns you to the death. Sec them deliver 'd 

To execution and the hand of death. 30 

Burby. More welcome is the stroke of death to me 

Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell. 
Greta. My comfort is that heaven will take our souls 

And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 
Bolmg. My Lord Northumberland, see them dispatch'd. 
[Exeunt Northumberland and others, with tht frueaart. 

Uncle, you say the queen is at your house ; 

For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated : 

Tell her I send to her my kind commends j 

Take special care my greetings be deriver'd. 
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Tort, A gentleman of mine I have diapatch'd 40 

With letters of your lore to her at large. 

Bobng. Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower and hi* complices : 
Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exeunt. 



Scene II. 

72c court of Wahi. A caitle in m'rei. 

Drunu : flouri-ih and a/hurt. Enter King Richard, tie 

Biibop of CorUele, Aumerle, and Soldier*. 

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call they this at hand I 

Aim. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the air, 

After your late tossing on the breaking seat i 
K. Rich. Needs must I like it well : I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again./' ^ta^**-^, 
Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand, 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs : 
As a long-parted mother with her child 
Flays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting, 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 10 
And do thee favours with my royal hands/' *f* 
/Feed not thy sovereign's fee, my gentle earth, 
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Nor with thy sweets comfort hit ravenous mom \y 
But let thy spiders, that tuck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way, 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee . 
Yield "tinging nettles to mine enemies } 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder, 20 

Whole double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 
This earth shall hare a feeling and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord : that Power that made you king 
Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 
The means that heaven yields must be embraced, 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would, 30 

And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse, 
The proffcr'd means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss 1 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security, 
Grows strong and great in substance and in power. 

K. Rub. Discomfortable cousin ! know'* thou not 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid, 
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Behind the globe, that light* the lower world, 

Then thi eves and robber* range abroad unseen 

In murder* and in outrage, boldly here ) 40 

But when from under thi* terrestrial ball 

He fire* the proud top* of the eastern pine* 

And dart* hi* light through every guilty hole, 

Then murder*, treason* and detested tint, 

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their back*, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at- themselves i 

80 when thi* thief, thi* traitor, Bolingbroke, 

Who all thi* while hath revell'd in the night, 

Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes, 

Shall aee a* rising in our throne, the east, 50 

Hi* treason* will sit blushing in his face. 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But self-affrighted tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm off from an anointed king j 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord : 

For every man that Bolingbroke bath pren'd 

To lift (hrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for hit Richard hath in heavenly pay 60 

A glorious angel : then, if angel* fight, 

Weak men mutt fall, for heaven still guard* the right. 
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Ruitr Sa&sbary. 
Welcome, my lord : how far off lit* your power ? 

Sal. Nor near nor farther off, my gracious lord, 

Thau this wok arm ; discomfort guides my tongue 

And bid* me speak of nothing but deapair. 

One day too late, I fear me, noble lord, 

Hath clouded all thy happy daya oo earth : 

0, call back y eatt r da y, bid time return, 

And thou (halt have twelre thousand fighting men 1 

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 71 

O'erthrowi thy joya, friend*, fortune and thy atato : 

For all the Welshmen, bearing thou wert dead. 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed and fled. 

/turn. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace so pale ? 

K. Ritb. But now the blood of twenty thousand men 
Did triumph tn my face, and they are fled 5 
And, till so much blood thither come again, 
Have I not reason to look pale and dead i 
All Mali that will be safe, fly from my aide, 80 
For time bath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aim. Comfort, my liege ; remember who yon are. 

K. Rkb. I had forgot myself: am I not king I 
Awake, thou coward majesty ! then sleepett. 
la not the king's name twenty thousand names i 
Arm, arm, my name I a puny (object ttrikaa 
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At thy great glory- Look not to the ground, 
Ye favourites of a king : are we not high ? 
High be oar thoughts : I know my ancle York 
Hath power enough to nerve our turn. But who 
come* here? 90 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happineM betide my Eege 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him ! 

K. Rich. Mine ear ii open and my heart prepared : 
The wont i» worldly low thou carat unfold. 
Say, it my kingdom lout £ why, 'twaa my care j 
And what low it it to be rid of care i 
Strives Bolingbroke to be aa great aa we ? 
Greater he ahall not be j if he aerve God, 
We '11 terve Him too and be hit fellow ao : 
Revolt our subject* i that we cannot mend ; IOO 
They break their faith to God aa well aa ua : 
Cry woe, destruction, ruin and decay ; 
The worat it death, and death will have hit day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness it to arm'd 
To bear the tidingn of calamity. 
Like an unseasonable stormy day, 
Which make* the silver rivers drown their shores, 
At if the world were all dissolved to tears, 
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So high above hit limit* swells the rage 

Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land i to 

With hard bright steel and hearts harder than steel. 

White-beards bare arm'd their thin and hairless scalps 

AgaiiHt thy majesty ; boys, with women's voices, 

Strive to speak big and clap their female joints 

In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 

Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty hills 

Against thy seat : both young and old rebel, 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 120 

A*. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell'tt a tale so ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltshire i where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Bushy 1 where is Green } 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps ? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it : 
.1 warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed, my lord. 

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without redemption ! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 1 30 

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my 

heart! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas 1 
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Would they nuke peace ? terrible hell make war 
Upon their sported soul* for this offence ! 
Scroop. Sweet lore, I «ee, changing his property, 
Turn* to the sourest and moat deadly hate : 
Again un curse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, and not with hand* : those whom you 

Hare felt the wont of death'* destroying wound, 
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 140 

Aim. Is Bushy, Green and the Earl of Wiltahire dead ? 

Scroop. Ay, all of them at Bristol lost their head*. 

Amu. Where i* the duke my father with hi* power i 

K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man apeak : 
Let '■ talk of graves, of worm* and epitaph* ; 
Make dnit our paper and with rainy eye* 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let's choose executors and talk of wills: 
And yet not so, for what can we bequeath 
' Save our deposed bodies to the ground t 1 50 

Our lands, our lire* and all are Bolingbroke's, 
And nothing can we call our own but death, 
And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground 
And tell sad stories of the death of king* s 
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How some have been deposed ; some ilain in war ; 
Some haunted by the ghotU they have deposed ; 
Some poison'd by their wives ; some sleeping kill'd j 
All rourder'd : for within the hollow crown 160 
That rounds the mortal temple* of a king 
Keepa Death hii court, and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing hia Hate and grinning at hi* pomp, 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 
To monarchize, be fear'd and kill with look*. 
Infusing him with self and vara conceit, 
A* if this flesh which wall* about our life 
Were brass impregnable, and hnmonr*d thus 
Comet at the last and with a little pin 
Bore* through hi* castle wall, and farewell king 1 
Cover your head* and mock not flesh and blood 171 
With solemn reverence : throw away respect, 
Tradition, form and ceremonious duty, 
For you have but mistook me all this while : 
I live with bread like you, feel want, 
Taste grief, need friends : subjected thus, 
How can yon say to me, I am a king ? 
Car. My lord, wise men ne'er sit and wail their woes, 
But presendy prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppressed! strength, 180 
Gives in your weakness strength unto your foe, 
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And so your follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and be alain ; no worse can come to fight : 

And fight and die ii death destroying death ; 

Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 
An, My father hath a power ; inquire of him, 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 
K. Rich. Thou chideat me well : proud Bolingbroke, I 

To change blows with thee for oar day of doom. 

This ague fit of (ear is over-blown ; 190 

An easy task it is to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 

Speak sweetly, nun, although thy looks be sour. 
Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and inclination of the day : 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say, 

I play the torturer, by small and small 

To lengthen out the worst that most be spoken : 

Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke, 200 

And all your northern castles yielded up, 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms 

Upon his party. 
K. Rich. Thou hast said enough. 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

« in aumctU. 
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Of that sweet way I wai in to despair ! 

What say you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven, I "U hate him everlastingly 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint cattle : there I '11 pine away t 

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey. 210 

That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 

To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 

For I have none : let no man speak again 

To alter this, for counsel is but vain. 

Aum. My liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He does me double wrong 

That wounds me with die flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers : let them hence away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. 

\Exeuns, 



Walts. Before Flint castle. 
Enter, with drum and colours, BoSngbroke, Tori, 
Northumberland, Attendants, and fortes. 
Baling. So that by this intelligence we learn 

The Welshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury 

•V *» 
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Ii gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With Mine few private friends upon this coast. 

North. The news is very fair and good, my lord ; 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

Tort. It would beseem the Lord Northumberland 
To iay * King Richard ' : alack the heavy day 
When each a lacred king should hide his head. 

North. Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief. 
Left I hu title out. 

T«rk. The time hath been, lO 

Would you have been to brief with him, he would 
Have been to brief with you, to shorten you, 
For taking so the head, your whole head's length. 

Baling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you should. 

Tori. Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 
Lett you mistake the heavens are o'er our heads. 

Baling. I know it, uncle, and oppose net myself 
Against their will. But who comes here ? 

Enttr Party. 

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield ? 20 
Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord. 

Against thy entrance. 
Bolmg. Royally! 

Why, it contains no king ) 
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Percy. Yes, my good lord, 

It doth contain a king ; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and (tone : 
And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salis- 

bury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop, betides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence ; .who, I cannot learn. 

North. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle, 30 

Baling. Noble lord). 

Go to the rude riba of that ancient cattle ; 

Through brazen trumpet tend the breath of parley 

Into bit ruin'd can, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bolingbroke 

On both hit knees doth kiss King Richard's hand 

And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 

To his most royal person ; hither come 

Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 

Provided that my banishment repeal'd 40 

And lands restored again be freely granted : 

If not, I 'U use the advantage of my power 

And lay the summer's dost with thowert of blood 

Rain'd from the wounds of slaughter' d Englishmen : 

The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 

It it, snch crimson tempest should bedrench 

The fresh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
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My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much, while here we march 

Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. jo 

Let '■ march without the noise of threatening drum, 

That from this castle's tatter'd battlements 

Our fair appointments may be well perused. 

Methinks King Richard and myself should meet 

With no less terror than the elements 

Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the fire, I '11 be the yielding water : 

The rage be his, whilst on the earth I rain 

My waters j on the earth, and not on him. 60 

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

Parle without, and amwcr within. Then a ftouriih. 

Enter on tie walk, King Richard, the BUhof of 
Carlisle, Aamerle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

See, see, King Richard doth himself appear, 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 

From out the fiery portal of the east, 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 

To dim his glory and to stain the, track 

Of his bright passage to the Occident. 
Tori. Yet looks he like a king : behold, his eye, 
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As bright H ii the eagle's, lighten > forth 
Controlling majesty: alack, alack, for woe, 70 

That any harm should stain so fair a show 1 
K. Rub. We are amazed ; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, [To North. 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence i 
If we be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss' d us from our stewardship 1 
For well we know, 00 hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 80 

Unless he do profane, (teal, or usurp. 
Aod though you think that all, as you hare done, 
Have torn their souls by turning them from us, 
And we are barren and bereft of friends ; 
Yet know, my master, God omnipotent, 
Is mustering in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of pestilence \ and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 
That lift your vassal hand* against my head, 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 90 
Tell Bolingbroke — for yond metninka he st 
That every stride he makes upon my land 
It dangerous treason : he is come to open 
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The purple testament of bleeding war ; 
But ere the crown he look* for live in peace, 
Ten thousand bloody crown* of mothers' ran 
Shall ill become the flower of England'* face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To tcarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her pasture*' grata with faithful English blood. 100 
North. The king of heaven forbid our lord the king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be ruah'd upon ! Thy thrice noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kit* thy hand j 
And by the honourable tomb he swears, 
That stands upon your royal grsndeire's bone*, 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
Currents that spring from one moat gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himaelf, i to 

Comprising all that may be sworn or said, 
Hit coming hither ham no further acope 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement mMnedatfl on his knees : 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
His glittering arms he will commend to nut, 
Hit barbed steeds to stables, and hit heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 



King Richard II. as* Act ill, Se. iii. 

This swears he, an he is a prince, it just ; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. HO 

K. Rich. Northumberland, §ay thus the king return* : 
His noble cousin U right welcome hither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish'd without contradiction i 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, 

To look so poorly and to speak so fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die \ 130 

Aim. No, good my lord; let's fight with gentle words, 
TiH time lend friends and friends their helpful swords. 

K. Rich. O God, God ! that e'er this tongue of mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, sfaoald talte it off again 
With words of sooth ! that I were as great 
As is my grief, or leaser than my name ! 
Or that I could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I must be now 1 
Swell 'at thou, proud heart r I '11 give thee scope to 
beat, 140 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
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Aim. Northumberland come* back from Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. What mutt the king do now f mutt he submit ? 
The king shall do it : mutt he be deposed > 
The king ahali be contented : mutt he lose 
The name of king i o' God's name, let it go : 
I '11 give my jewels for a act of beads, 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, 
My gay apparel for an almsman's gown, 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood, 150 

My sceptre for a palmer's walking-staff, 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints, 
And my large kingdom for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obscure grave j 
Or I 'II be buried in the king's highway, 
Some way of common trade, where subjects' fee 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head ; 
For on my bean they tread now whilst I lire 1 
_ And buried once, why not upon my head i 
Aumcrle, thou weep'st, my tender-hearted cousin ! 
We'll make foul weather with despised tears} 161 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn, 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 
And make some pretty match with shedding tears ? 
As thus, to drop them still upon one place, 
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Till they hare fretted ui a pair of graves 

Whhin the earth ; and, therein laid, — there lies 

Two kinsmen digg'd their grapes with weeping eyes. 

Would not this ill do well '/Well, well, I we 170 

I talk but idly, and yon laugh at me. 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What says King Bolingbroke ? will his majesty 

Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ! 

Yon make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 
North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend 

To speak with you ; may it please you to come down. 
K. Rkb. Down, down I come ; like glistering Photon, 

Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 3'' J ' 

In the base court! Base court, where kings grow 
base, ■ So 

To come at traitors' calls and do them grace. 

In the base court .' Come down i Down, court ! 
down, king I 

For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should 
sing. [Extant from above. 

Baling. What says his majesty ? 
North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man ; 

Yet he is come. 

» ,. goo* 
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Enter King Richard and hit attendant/ beiov>. 
Bofotg. Sand all apart, 

And ihow fair dwy to hii majesty. [He Ineelt dovm. 

My gracious hud,— 
K.Rtch. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 190 

T« make tbe base earth proud with kisskg it : 

Me rather had my heart might feel your lore 

Than my unpieaaed eye aee year courtesy. 

Up, cousin, np ; your heart ia tip, I know, 

Thui high at least, although year knee be low. 
Baling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 
K. Rich, Your own it yews, and I am yours, and alL 
BoBmg. So far be mine, my moat redoubted lord, 

Aa my trae service shani deserre your lore. 
K. Rich. Well you deaerre : they well deaerre to hare. 

That know tbe strong' at and surest way to get. zoi 

Uncle, give me your handa : nay, dry your eyes ; 

Tears ahow their lore, but want their remedies. 

Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 

Though you are old enough to be my heir. 

What you will hare, I '11 give, and willing too ; 

For do we must what force will hare us do. 

Set on towards London, cousin, ia it so t 
Baling. Yea, my good lord. 
K. Rich, Then I must not say no. 

r> [Flourish. Exeunt. 



King Richard II. » 



Langley. The Dale of Tor? i garden. 
Enter the Queen and (too Ladiei. 

Queen. What iport ahall we deriae here in this garden, 
To drive away the henry thought of care ? 

Lady. Madam, we '11 play at bowli. 

Queen. 'Twill nuke me think die world it foil of ruba, 
And that my fortune rani againet the bia*. 

Lady. Madam, we '11 dance. 

Queen. My leg* can keep no meaaure in delight, 

When my poor heart no meanire keep* in grief i 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; tome other iport. 

Lady. Madam, we *U tell talea. it 

Queen. Of ■OROW or of joy ? 

Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl : 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of torrow ; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had, 
It adda more aorrow to my want of joy : 
For what I have I need not to repeat ) 
And what I want it boot* not to complain. 
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Lad). Madam, I '11 sing. 

Queen. "Tit well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou weep. 
Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you good, a i 
Queen. And I could sing, would weeping do me good, 

And never borrow any tear of thee. 

Enter a Gardener, and lata Servants. 
But stay, here come the gardeners : 
Let 's step into the shadow of these trees. 
My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 
They '11 talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change ; woe is forerun with woe. 

[Quern and Ladies retire. 
Gard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocks, 

Which, like unruly children, make their .sire 30 

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 

Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 

Go thou, and like an executioner, 

Cut off the heads of too fast growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth ; 

All mutt be even in our government. 

You thus employ' d, I will go root away 

The noisome weeds, which without profit suck 

The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 
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Sera. Why thould we in the compass of a pale 40 

Keep law and form and due proportion, 
Showing, at in a model, our firm estate, 
When our Ma-walled garden, the whole land, 
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers choked up, 
Her fruit-tree* all uopruned, her hedges niin'd, 
Her knots disorder' d, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy peace : 

He that hath suffer* d this disorder'd spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf: 
The weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, 50 

That seem'd in eating him to hold him up, 
Are pluck'd up root and all by Bolingbroke ; 
I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

Sen. What, are they dead i 

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seized the wasteful king. O, what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land 
As we this garden ! We at time of year 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 
Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound itself: 60 

Had he done so to great &nd growing men, 
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They might hare lived to bar ud he to taste 
Their fruit* of duty : superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 
Which waste of idle hours bath quite thrown down. 

Strv. What, think you then the king shall be deposed > 

Gard. Depress'd he is already, and deposed 

'Tis doubt he will be : letters came last night 

To a dear friend of the good Duke of York's, 70 

That tell black tidings. 

Quart. O, I am press'd to death through want of 

speaking ! [Coming forward. 

Thou, old Adam's likeness, set to dress this garden, 

How dares thy harsh rode tongue sound this un- 

pleasing news i ' 
What Etc, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man 1 
Why dost thon say King Richard is deposed ? 
Darest thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Divine his downfal ! Say, where, when, and how, 
Camest thou by this ill tidings ? speak, thou wretch. 

Card. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 81 

To breathe this news ; yet what I say is true. 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke 1 their fortunes both are weigh'd 1 
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Id your lord's scale is nothing but himself, 

And some few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the balance of great Boliugbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down. 

Post you to London, and you will find it so j 90 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of foot, 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 
And am I last that knows it ! 0, thou think' et 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go, 
To meet at London London's king in woe. 
What, was I born to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke .' 
Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, 100 
Pray God the plants thou graft' st may never grow. 
[ Exeunt Quart and Ladle*. 

Gard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 
Here did she fall a tear ; here in this place 
I '11 set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 
In the remembrance of a weeping queen. 

[iW. 
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Act Fourth. 

Scene I. 

Wcstmniter HaU. 

Enter at to the Parliament, Bo/ingfroii, Aumerle, North- 
umberland, Percy, Fttxwater, Surrey, the Bishop of 
Carlitk, the Abbot of Wcitminiter, and another Lord, 
Harold, Officer), and Bagot. 

Bormg. Call forth Bagot. 

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ) 
What thou dost know of noble Gloucester*! death [ 
Who wrought it with the king, and who performed 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Baling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 

Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliTer'd. 
Id that dead time when Gloucester's death was 
plotted, 10 

I heard you say, ' Is not my arm of length, 
That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far u Calais, to mine uncle's bead i * 
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Amongit much other talk, that rery time, 
I heard you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crown* 
Than Bnlingbroke'e return to England; 
Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Aum. Prince* and noble lord*, 

What answer shall I make to this base roan ? 20 
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 
On equal terms to give him chastisement i 
Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 
With the attainder of hi* slanderous lip*. 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou licit, 
And will ""'"**'" what thou hast said is raise 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

BoRng. Bagot, forbear ; thou shah not take it up. 50 

Aum. Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence that hath moved roe so. 

Fit*. If that thy nloor stand on sympathy, 
)\ <J« t. There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun which show* me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and Tauntingly thou spakest it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloucester's death. 
i6 S is 
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If thou deny'st it twenty times, thou iiett ( 
And I wilt turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 40 

Aum. Thou darest not, coward, live to see that day. 

Fit*. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hour. 

Aum. Fiu water, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Percy. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust ; 
And that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 
To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou darest, 

Aum. An if I do not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandish more revengeful steel 50 

Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Another Lord. I task the earth to the like, forsworn 
Aumerle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be holloa'd in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn f 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Aum. Who sets me else i by heaven, I '11 throw at all : 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 6b 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 
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Fit*. "Pis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me this is true. 

Surrey. At false, by heaven, as heaven itself it true. 

Fits. Surrey, thou liest, 

Surry. Dithonourable boy ! 

That lie shall lie to heavy on my sword, 
That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie 
In earth at quiet as thy father's skull : 
Id proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn s 71 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Film. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 
And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies, 
And lie*, and lies : there it my bond of faith, 
To tie thee to my strong correction. 
As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 
Besides, I heard the banish' d Norfolk say, 81 

That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Amu. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 
It he may be repeal'd, to by his honour. 
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HoEng. These difference* (hall all rest under gage 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he shall be, 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all hi* lands and lignoriet : when he 'a retnra'd, 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 90 

Car. That honourable day shall ne'er be seen. 
Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought 
For Jean Christ in glorious Christian field, 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens ; 
And toil'd with works of war, retired himself 
To Italy ; and there at Venice gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth, 
And his- pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colours be had fought 10 long. 100 

Baling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead } 

Car. As surely as I live, my lord. 

Baling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! Lords appellants, 
Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Eater Tori, attended. 
Tork. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 

From plume-pluclt'd Richard ; who with willing soul 
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Adopts thee heir, and hit high sceptre yield* 
To the possession of thy royal hand: 1 10 

Ascend hi* throne, descending now from him ; 
And long live Henry, fourth of that name ! 

BoTmg. In God's name, I '11 ascend the regal throne 

Car. Marry, God forbid ! 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard t then true noblesse would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong, no 
What subject can give sentence on his king? 
And who sits here that is not Richard's subject J 
Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 
And shall the figure of God's majesty, 
His captain, steward, deputy elect, 
Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 
Be judged by subject and inferior breath. 
And he himself not present ? O, forfeud.it, God, 
That in a Christian climate souls refined 1 30 

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed I 
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 
Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his lung. 

* 
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My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Ii a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy ; 

The blood of Engliih shall manure the ground, 

And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars 140 

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound ; 

Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha and dead men's skulls. 

O, if you raise this house against this house. 

It mil the woefullest division prove 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest child, child's children, cry against you ' woe 1 ' 

North. Well hare you argued, air 1 and, for your pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. 151 

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial 
May it please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit I 

BoSag. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

Tori. I will be his conduct. [EmL 
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BoBng. Lords, you that here are under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. 
Little are we beholding to your lore, 160 

And little look'd for at your helping hands. 

Rt-mttr Tori, with Richard, and Ojjkcrt hearing 
the regalia. 
K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign 'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : 
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry 'all bail 1 * tome? 
So Juilas did to Christ : but he, in twelve, 1 70 

Found truth in all but one | I, in twelve thousand, 

God save the king ! Will no nun say amen 1 
Am I both priest and clerk ? well then, amen. 
God save the king I although I be not he ; 
And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 
Tori. To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, 
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The resignation of thy Mate and ctowd 

To Henry Bolingbroke. 180 

K. Rich. Give me the crown. Here, cousin, seize the 
crown; 
Here cousin ; 

On thht side my hand, and on that side yours. 
Now it this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 
The other down, unseen and full of water : 
That bucket down and full of tears am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Baling. I thought you had been willing to retign. 190 

K. Rich. My crown I am ; but still my griefs are mine : 
You may my glories and my stale depose. 
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

BoSng. Part of your care* you give me with your crown. 

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my care* down. 
My care is low of care, by old care done ; 
Your care is gain of care, by new care won : 
The caret I give, I have, though given away ; 
They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Baling. Arc you contented to resign the crown ? loo 

K, Rich. Ay, no j no, ay ; for I must nothing be } 
Therefore no no, for I retign to thee. 
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Now mark me, how I will undo myself: 
I give this heavy weight from off my head 
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 
11k pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 
With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 
With mine own hand* I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 
With mine own breath release all duty's rites : no 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 
My manors, rents, revenues I forgo ; 
My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny : 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me ! 
God keep all tows unbroke that swear to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved, 
And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved ! 
Long ntayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit, 
And toon lie Richard in an earthy pit I 
God save Bong Harry, unking'd Richard says, aio 
And send him many years of sunshine days ! 
What more remains ? 
Norlb. No more, but that you read 

These accusations and these grievous crimes, 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
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May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

K. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 

My weaved-up folly i Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record, 230 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lecture of them I If thou wouldit, 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the deposing of a lung 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven : 
Nay, all of you that stand and look upon, 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 
Though some of you with Pilate wash your hands, 
Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilatea 240 

Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross, 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. My lord, dispatch j read o'er these articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But they can see a sort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 
For I have given here my soul's consent 
■To undeck the pompous body of a king ; x 50 

Made glory bate and sovereignty a slave) 
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Proud majesty a subject, Mate a peasant. 

North. My lord, — 

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught intuiting man, 
Nor do man's lord ; I hare no name, no title, 
No, not that name was given to me at the font, 
Bnt *tii usurp' d : alack the heavy day, 
That I have worn to many winter* out, 
And know not now what name to call myself ! 
O that I were a mockery king of snow, 260 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myself away in water-drop* ! 
Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good, 
An if my word be sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a mirror hither straight, 
That it may show me what a face I have, 
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Bating. Go some of you and fetch a looking-glass. 

[Exit an attendant. 

North. Read o'er this paper while the glass doth come. 

K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment' at roe ere I come to hell ! 

Baling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 271 

North. The commons will not then be satisfied. 

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied : I 'II read enough, 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that 's myself. 
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Re-enter Attendant', with a glast. 
Give me the glue, and therein will I read. 
No deeper wrinkles yet 1 hath sorrow utruck 
So many blows upon this face of mine, 
And made no deeper wound* 1 O flattering glass, 
Like to my followers in prosperity, 380 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men ! . was this the face 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 
Was this the face that faced so many follies, 
And was at last out-faced by fioh'ngbroke ? 
A brittle glory shineth in this face : 
At brittle as the glory is the face j 

[Dot bit the glass against the pond. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, 290 

How soon my sorrow hath dwtroy'd my race. 

Bottng. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy 'd •> 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rkh. Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ! ha 1 let 's see : 
Tis very true, my grief tea all within j 
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/ 

And these external manners of laments) 
\ Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul ; 
There liet the substance : and I thank thee, king, 
For thy great bounty, that not only givest 300 

Me cause to wail, but teacheat me the way 
How to lament the cauae. I '11 beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it I 

Baling. Name it, fair couiio. 

K. Rich. ' Pair cousin ' i I am greater than a king : 
For when I waa a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a subject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Being to great, I have no need to beg. 

BoSng. Yet ask. 310 

K. Rkb. And shall I have? 

BoSug. You shall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go, 

Bohng. Whither i 

K. Rich. Whither yon will, to I were from your tights. 

BeSng. Go, some of you convey him to the Tower. 

K. Rkb. O, good ! convey ? conveyers are you all, 
That rise thus nimbly by a true Icing's fall. 

[Exeunt Xing Richard, lome Lord*, and a Guard, 
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Baling. On Wednesday next we solemnly net down 

Our coronation : lords, prepare youraelvea. 320 

\_Exeunt all except the Bishop of CarBsle, the 

Abbot of Westminster, and Aumerle. 

Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car. The woe 'a to come ; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as aharp to them as thorn. 

Aim. You holy clergymen, ia there do plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. My lord, 

Before I freely apeak my mind herein, 

You shall not only take the sacrament 

To bury mine intents, but also to effect 

Whatever I shall happen to devise. 330 

I see your brows are foil of discontent, 

Your hearts of sorrow and your eyes of tears : 

Come home with me to sapper j and I '11 lay 

A plot shall show ua all a merry day. [Exeunt. 
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Act Fifth. 

Scene I. 

London. A street leading to tie Tower. 

Eater Queen tad Ladici. 

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the way 
To Julius Ctetar's ill-erected tower, 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Ii doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 
Here let ut rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting tor her true king's queen. 

Enter Richard and Guard. 
But soft, but tee, or rather do not see, 
My fair, rose wither : yet look up, behold. 
That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears, in 
Ali, thou, the model where old Troy did stand, 
Thou map of honour, thou King Richard'* tomb, 
And not King Richard ; thou moat beauteous inn, 
Why should hard -favour 'rl grief be lodged in thee, 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest i : 

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not to, 
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To nuke my end too sudden . learn, good soul. 
To think our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awaked, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 10 
To grim Necessity, and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France 
' And cloister thee in some religious house : 
Our holy live* mutt win a Dew world's crown, 
Which our profane hour* here have stricken down. 

Qiutn. What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Tnuufbrm'd and weaken'd i hath fiolingbroke 

deposed 
Thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart t 
The lion dying thrutteth forth hut paw, 
And wound* the earth, if nothing else, with rage 30 
To be o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 
Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod* 
And fawn on rage with bate humility, 
Which art a Hon and a king of beasts ? 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France : 
Think I am dead, and that even here thou taken, 
As from my death-bed, thy latt living leave. 
Id winter's tedious nights sit by the fire 40 
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With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 

Of woeful age* long ago betid % 

And ere thou bid good night, to quit their griefs, 

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me, 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize 

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue) 

And in compassion weep the fire out ; 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 

For the deposing of a rightful- king. 50 

Enter Northumberland and other*. 
North. My lord, the mind of Boliogbroke is changed ; 
You must to Pomfret, oot unto the Tower. 
And, madam, there is order ta'en for you ; 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 
K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, 
f The time shall not be many hours of age 
- More than it is, ere foul sin gathering head 
Shall break into corruption ; thou ahalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 60 
It is too little, helping him to all j 
And he shall think that thou, which know'st the way 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 
*k — 

Google 
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Being ne'er m> little urged, another way 

To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 

The lore of wicked men converts to fear ; 

That fear to hate, and hate turns one or both 

To worthy danger and deserved death. 
North. My guilt be on my head, and there an end. 

Take leave and part ; for you mutt part forthwith. 
K. Rich. Doubly divorced ! Bad men, you violate 7] 

A twofold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me, 

And then betwixt me and my married wife. 

Let me unkiw the oath 'twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not to, for with a kin 'twas made. 

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 

My wife to France: from whence, set forth in 

She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas or short' st of day. 80 

Queen. And must we be divided I must we part ? 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart from 
heart. 

Queen. Banish us both and tend the king with me. 

North. That were some love but little policy. 

Queen. Then whither be goes, thither let me go. 

K. Rich. So two, together weeping, make one woe. 



King Richard II. m Act v. Sail 

Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 

Better far off than near, be ne'er the near. 

Go, count thy way with sigh* ; I mine with groan*. 
Queen. So longest way ahall have the longest moans. 90 
K. Rich. Twice for one Rep I '11 groan, the way being 
abort, 

And piece the way oat with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let '1 be brief, 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief : 

One kiss ahall atop our mouths, and dumbly part ; 

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
Queen. Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good part 

To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. 

So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 

That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 100 

K. Rieh. We make woe wanton with this fond delay : 

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow lay. 

[Exeunt. 



The Duke of Tori's pake*. 
Enter Tori and 6u Ducheti, 
Duch. My lord, you told me you would tell the rest, 
When weeping made you break the story off 
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Of our two cousins coming into London. 

Tori, Where did I leave ? 

Dnch. At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern'd hands from windows' tops 
Threw dutt and rubbish on King Richard's head. 

Tori. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, 
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 10 
Whilst all tongues cried 'God save thee, fioling- 
broke!' 
You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eye* 
Upon his visage, and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once 
' Jew preserve thee t welcome, fiolingbroke ! ' 
Whilst he, from the one side to the other turning, 
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus ; ' I thank you, countrymen : ' 
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 2 1 

Duch. Alack, poor Richard ! where rode he the whilst ? 

Tort. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
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Thinking hi* prattle to be tedious i 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men's eye* 

Did scowl on gentle Richard ; no man cried ' God 

save him ! * 
No joyful tongue gave him hi* welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 30 

Which with tuch gentle sorrow he shook off, 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his grief and patience, 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted, 
And barbarism itself hare pitied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in these events, 
To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 40 

Duck Here comes my son Aumerle. 

Tori. Aumerle that was ; 

But that ia lost for bring Richard's friend, 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
Aud lasting realty to the new made king. 

Eater Aunarlt. 
Duct. Welcome, my son ; who are the violets now "" ' 
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That strew the green lap of the new come spring ? 
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not : 

God knows I had as lief be none as one. 
York Well, bear yon well in this new spring of tune, 50 

Lett you be cropp'd before you come to prime. 

What news from Oxford J hold those justs and 
triumphs? 
Aum, For anght I know, my lord, they do. 
York. You will be there, I know. 
Aum, If God prevent not, I purpose so. 
York, What teal it that, that hangs without thy bosom ? 

Yea, look'st thou pale ! let me see the writing. 
Aum. My lord, 'tit nothing. 
York. No matter, then, who tee it : 

I will be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 
Aum. I do beseech your grace to pardon me : 60 

It is a matter of small consequence, 

Which for some reasons I would not have teen. 
Tori. Which for tome reasons, sir, I mean to tee. 

I fear, I fear,— 
Duch. What should you fear ? 

'Tit nothing but some band, that he it enter'd into 

For gay apparel 'gainst the triumph day. 
York. Bound to himself 1 what doth he with a bond 

That he is bound to i Wife, thou art a fool. 
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Boy, let me Me the writing. 
/turn. I do beacech you, pardon me ; I may not show it. 
Tori. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 7 1 

[He piutkt it out of bit botom rmd rtadi it. 

Treuon ! foul treason ! Villain ! traitor 1 tlate ! 
Duch. What is the matter, my lord I 
Tori. Hi} ! who it within there ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my hone. 

God for his mercy, what treachery ia here) 
Duch. Why, what ia it, my lord 1 
Tori. Give me my boots, I say ; aaddli: my bone. 

[Exit Servant. 

Now, by mine honour, by my life, by my troth, 

I will appeach the villain. 
Duch. What it the matter i 

Tori. Peace, foolish woman. 80 

Duch. I will not peace. What is the matter, Aumerle i 
Aunt. Good mother, be content ; it is no more 

Than my poor life must answer. 
Duch. Thy life ao*wer ! 

Tori. Bring me my boots : I will unto the king. 

Re-enter Servant with booti. 
Duch. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou art amazed 
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Hence, villain ! never more come in my night. 
Tori. Give me my boots, I say. 
Duck. Why, York, what wilt thou do i 

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own r 

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ? 90 

Is not my teeming date drank up with time ? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 

And rob me of a happy mother'* name? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own r 
Tori. Thou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy 1 

A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament, 

And interchangeably set down their hands, 

To kill the king at Oxford. 
Ducb. He shall be none ; 

We *11 keep him here : then what ia that to him f loo 
Tork. Away, fond woman 1 were be twenty times my son, 

I would appeach him. 
Doth. Hadit thou groan'd for him 

Aa I have done, thou wouldit be more pitiful. 

But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect 

That I have been disloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind : 

He is aa like thee aa a man may be, 
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Not like to roe, or any of my kin, 
And yet I lore him. 

Tori. Make way, unruly woman ! [ Exit. 

Duch. After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon his hone ; 1 1 1 
Spur post, and get before him to the king. 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuie thee. 
I '11 not be long behind ; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 
And never will I rise up from the ground 
Till Bolingbroke have pardoa'd thee. Away, be 
gone ! [Exeunt. 



Scene III. 
Windsor Cattle. 
Baler BoTtngbrokf, Percy, and ether Lords. 
BoRng. Can no man tell me of my unthrifty son : 
'Tit full three months since I did see him last t 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 
I would to God, my lords, he might be found : 
Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there, 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 
With unrestrained loose companions, 
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 
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And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
Which he, young wanton and effeminate boy, 10 
Takes on the point of honour to suppoc: 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two day* since I taw the prince, 
And told him of those triumph* held at Oxford. 

Baling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His answer was, he would unto the stew*, 

And from the common' tt creature pluck a glove, 
And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Baling. As dissolute as desperate; yet through both 10 
I see some sparks of better hope, which elder years 
May happily bring forth. But who cornea here i 

Enter Aunuric. 

Aum. Where is the king 1 

Baling. What mean* our cousin, that he stares and looks 

So wildly f 
Aum. God save your grace 1 I do beseech your majesty, 

To have some conference with your grace alone. 
Bating. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here alone. 

[^Exeunt Percy and Lords. 
What is the matter with our cousin now ! 
4am. For ever may my knees grow to the earth 30 
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My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 

Unlets a pardon ere I rise or speak. 
Baling. Intended or committed was this fault i 

If on the first, how heinous e'er it be, 

To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 
Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 

That no man enter till my tale be done. 
Baling. Have thy desire. 
Tori. [Within] My liege, beware ; look to thyself j 

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 40 

Baling. Villain, I '11 make thee safe. [Drawing. 

Aam. Stay thy revengeful band; thou hast 00 cause to 

fear. 
Tori, [Within] Open the door, secure, foolhardy king : 

Shall I for love speak treason to thy face i 

Open the door, or I will break it open. 

Enter Tori. 
Baling. What is the matter, uncle '. speak } 

Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger, 

That we may arm us to encounter it. 
Tort, Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know 

The treason that my haste forbids me show. 50 

Awn. Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise pass'd : 

I do repent me ; read not my name there ; 
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My heart U not confederate with my hand. 

Tori. It wan, villain, ere thy hand did set it down. 
I tore it from the traitor 1 * bosom, king ; 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

BeSng. O heinous, strong and bold conspiracy ! 

O loyal father of a treacherous son ! 60 

Thou sheer, immaculate and silver fountain, 
From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current and defiled himself 1 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad, 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

Tori. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ; 

And he shall spend mine honour with his shame, 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold. 
Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 70 

Or my shamed life in his dishonour lies : 
Thou lull' st me in his life ; giving him breath, 
The traitor lives, the true man 'a put to death. 

Ducb. [WW*] Whatho, my liege! for God's sake, let 

BoSng. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes this eager cry ? 
Duch. A woman, and thy aunt, great king ; 'tis I. 
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Speak with rae, pity me, open the door: 
A beggar begs that never begg'd before. 

Baling. Our scene is alter' d from a serious thing, 

And dow changed to ' The Beggar and the King.' 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 81 

I know she ii come to pray for your foul sin. 

Tori. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray, 

More sins for this forgiveness prosper may. 
This fester'd joint cut off, the rest rest sound j 
Thii let alone will all the rest confound. 

Enter Dvchtit. 

Dueh. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man ! 
Love loving not itself none other can. 

Tori. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here J 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 90 

Duct. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, gentle liege. 
{Km*. 

Bating. Rise up, good aunt 

Quch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I walk upon my knees, 
And never see day that the happy sees. 
Till thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 

Aum. Unto my mother's prayers I bend my knee. 

[Kmab, 
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Tori. Against them both my true joint* bended be. 

[Knteli. 
Ill mayat thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Dwh. Pleads he in earnest 1 look upon hi* face ; 100 
Hit eyei do drop no tears, hit prayers are in jest ; 
His word* come from his mouth, our* from our breast : 
He pray* but faintly and would be denied i 
We pray with heart and soul and all beside : 
Hi* weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 
Our knee* shall kneel till to the ground they grow : 
Hi* prayers axe full of false hypocrisy ; 
Our* of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray bit ; then let them hare 
That mercy which true prayer ought to have, no 

Baling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Doth. Nay, do not *ay, ' stand np ; ' 

Say ' pardon ' first, and afterward* ' stand up.' 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
* Pardon ' should be the first word of thy speech. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now ; 
Say ' pardon,' Icing ; let pity teach thee how : 
The word it short, but not so short at sweet ; 
No word like ' pardon ' for kings' mouth* so meet. 

Tori. Speak it in French, king ; say, ' pardoooe moi," 
v Hath. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? no 
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Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That set' « the word itself against the word ' 
Speak * pardon ' as 'tis current in our land ; 
The chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there i 
Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That hearing how our plainta and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may more thee * pardon ' to rehearse. 

Baling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duib. I do not sue to stand t 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 1 30 

Baling. I pardon him, a* God shall pardon me. 

Ouch. O happy rentage of a kneeling knee ! 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again } 
Twice saying ' pardon ' doth not pardon twain, 
Sut nukes one pardon strong. 

BoTtng. With all my bean 

I pardon him. 

Dint. A god on earth thou art. 

Baling. But for our trusty brother-in-law, and the abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order several power* 140 

To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are : 
They shall not lire within this world, I swear, 
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But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell : and, cousin too, adieu : 
Your mother well hath prayM, and prove you true. 
Ducb. Come, my old sou : I pray God make thee new. 
[Exeunt 



Enter Exton and Servant. 

Exton. Didat thou not mark the king, what word* he spake, 
' Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear i ' 
Was it not to ? 

Str. These were his very words. 

Exton. ' Have I no friend i ' quoth he : he spake it twice, 
And urged it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Exton. And speaking it, he wiitly look'd on me | 

As who should say, * I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart ; ' 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let's go; 10 
I am the lung's friend, and will rid his foe. 

[Extant, 
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Pom/ret Cattle. 
Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may compile 
This prison where I live unto the world : 
And for because the world n populous, 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it ; yet I '11 hammer it out. 
My brain I 'II prove the female to my soul, 
My soul the father ; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 
And these same thoughts people this little world, 
In humours like the people of this world, i 

For oo thought is contented. The better sort, 
As thoughts of things divine, are intermijc'd 
With scruple*, and do set the word itself 
Against the word : 

As thus, ' Come, little ones, 1 and then again, 
' It is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a small needle's eye.' 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty rib* 3 



Act V. Sc. v. 



«w The Tragedy of 



Of this hard world, my ragged prison walla, 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themaelve* 
That they are not the first of fortune's liana, 
Nor ahall not be the last ; like silly beggari 
Who sitting in the stocks refuge their shame, 
That many hare and others must ait there ; 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortunes on the back 
Of such as have before endured the like. 
Thus play I in one person many people, 
And none contented : sometimes am I king j 
Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar, 
And so I am : then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a king ; 
Then am I kiiig'd again : and by and by 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
[And straight am nothing : but whate'er I be, 
J Nor I nor any man that but man is 
'With nothing shall be pleased, (ill he be eased , 
With being nothing. Music do I hear ? [_Mun 
Ha, hal keep time: how sour sweet music is, 
When time is broke and no proportion kept 1 
■ v fto it it in the music of men's Uvea. 
And here have I the daintiness of ear 

... 
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To check time broke in a disorder'd string \ 

But for the concord of my Mate Rod time 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time wafte me ; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 50 

My thoughts are minutes j and with sighs they jar 

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watch, 

Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is 

Are clamorous groans, which strike upon my heart, 

Which is the bell : so sighs and tears and groans 

Show minutes, times, and hours : but my time 

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy, 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock. 60 

This music mads me j let it sound no more ; 

For though it have holp m«Hm«i to their wits, 

In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart that gifes it me ! 

For 'tis a sign of love ; and lore to Richard 

Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter a Groom of lit Stall*. 
Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 
K. Rkb. Thanks, noble peer 1 

us. 
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The cheapen of ui ii ten groatt too dear. 
What art thou 1 and how contest thou hither, 
Where no man never cornea, bat that aad dog 70 
That bring* me food to make misfortune lire i 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 

When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards York, 

With much ado at length have gotten leave 

To look upon my sometimes royal master's face. 

0, how it yearn'd my heart when I beheld 

In London streets, that coronation-day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, 

That hone that thou to often hast bettrid, 

That hone that 1 10 carefully have dreis'd ! 80 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend, 
How went he under him i 

Groom. So proudly as if he diadaio'd the ground. 

K. Rkb. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back 1 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This band hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble? would he not fall down, 
Since pride must have a fall, and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back i 
Forgiveness, horse 1 why do I rail on thee, 90 

Since thou, created to be awed by man, 
Watt born to bear ? I was not made a horse j 
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And yet I bear a burthen like an aw, 

Spurr'd, gall'd, and tired by jauncing Bolinghrokc 

Enter Keeper, with a Sth. 
Keep. Fellow, give place ; here it do longer nay 
K. RUb. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wen away. 
Groom. What my tongue dare* not, that my heart (hall 
•ay. {Exit. 

Keep. My lord, will 't please yon to fall to ? 
K. Rich. Tame of it first, a* thou an wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not : Sir Pierce of Extou, too 
who lately came from the king, commands 
the contrary. 
K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee 1 
Patience u stale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beau the Keeper. 
Keep. Help, help, help! 

Enter Exton and Servantt, armed. 
K. Rich. How now! what mean* death in this rude 
assault? 
Villain, thy own band yield* thy death'* instrument. 
[Snatcbmg an axe from a lervant and Offing aha. 
Go thou, and £11 another room in hell. 

VJfe kilti another. Them. Extern strikes him dawn. 
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That hind (hall bum in net w -quenching fire 

That staggers thai my person. Exton, tiiy fierce 

hand no 

Hath with the king'* blood stain'd the king's own 

land. 
Mount, mount, my ton] ! thy teat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. 
[Ditt. 
Extort. As full of valour as of royal blood : 

Both have I spill'd ; O would the deed were good 1 
For now the deril, that told me I did well, 
Says that this deed it chronicled in hell. 
This dead king to the living king I '11 bear : 
Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

{Emma. 



Flomr'uh. Eater BoBtgtrole, Tori, with other Lord*, 
and Attendant!. 

■Baling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
la that the rebels hare consumed with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Gloucestershire ) 
But whether they be ta'en or slain we hear not. 
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Eater Northumberland. 
Welcome, my lord : what it the newt i 

North. First, to thy sacred Mate wish I all happiness. 
The next newt is, I have to London tent 
The head* of Oxford, Saliabury, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 10 

Baling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains j 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter Fttetuater. 

Fh*. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocaa and Sir Bennet Seely, 
Two of the dangerous contorted traitor* 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Baling. Thy paint, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot t 
Right noble it thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, and the Bishop of CarliiU. 
Percy. The grand conspirator, Abbot of Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and tour melancholy 20 
Hath yielded up hit body to the grave ; 
But here it Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of hit pride. 
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Baling. Carliile, this u your doom : 

Choose out tome secret place, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 
So as thou iivest io peace, die free from strife t 
For though mine enemy thou halt erer been, 
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter Exlon, with persons bearing a tiffin. 

Emm. Great king, within this coffin I present 30 

Thy boried fear : herein all breathlesi lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought 

Baling. Exton, I thank thee not j for thou hast wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 
Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own month, my lord, did I this deed. 

Baling. They lore not poison that do poison need, 
Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, lore him murdered. 40 

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word nor princely favour : 
With Cain go wander thorough shades of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. 
Lords, I protest, my soul it full of woe, 
That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow ; 
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Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 

And put on sullen black incontinent : 

I '11 make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To waih this blood off from my guilty band : 

March tadly after ; grace my mournings here ; 

In weeping after this untimely bier. [E* f 
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Glos 



me of nbsEQHi ; II. 

Accompli aH'R, equipped ; II. i 177. 
Adtxcb; "upon uood a.," niter due 

ramiidiaation ; I. iiL 331. 
Advisid, deliberate ; I. iiL iSB. 
ArrBCTti Affections ; L It. 30. 
AiiAiHiT, u «ntidp«tiou ; III. It. a&. 
Allow, Acknowledge : V. ii. *o. 
Aiiazxd, confused : V. Ii. Si. 

Asmc, btftttZnil. o. 16s. 
Art arhmt. trident, I. L 13 ; IV. L 114. 
Api-eacii. impeach ; V. U. 79. 
Appeal, fannnl challenge ; I. L 4. 
Apfral'd, charged r ~" "" 



Ask. require ; II. L 15a. 

ATTiiKDit, mining, disgrace ; IV. : 

Awful, fall of .wo ; III.' iiL 76. 
At (regularly written u " I *), dm. 
with n play upon "I*; IV. L soi. 



;ary. 



Bapflid. " originally 11 punishment of 
infamy, inflicted 00 recreant knights, 
one part of which was h - rt g<"g them 
up by the heels'' (Nares) ; hence to 
.. . . — _. — ,ptnousr» ; I. L 170. 



a Kill -, III. i 
ahd, bond, li 



1 in both 
Barbed, armsd ud harnessed ; [II. 

Bakely, merely ; II. Laaft, 

Bass cooat, outer or lower coannnl 
of. castle: lll.iii.176. 

Bat ; " to the hay," £«■. " to the last 
extremity " (a metaphor from hom- 
ing); II. iiL ill. 

to prsy for their patrons ; III. ii. 



II. I. ISO. 

Baohriv.' THIS, ■ mild form of impie 

cation; HI. ii.au. 
firrin, happened ; V. i. 42. 

plied alike to the coDstroction or fbra 



ItLLS, H n kind of pike or balbett, for. 
merly carried by the English in- 

weapon of watchmen ; III. ii. 11J. 
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Blanks, blank chvtm; II. L 150. 

Bleed, to let bland; alluding to the 
old practice of bleeding; a patient in 
case, of fever; spring end summer 
were fuppoeed to be the only proper 

RoLD°bo1dir!^.iit> "" '" 
Bomhst, covering for the bead, hat ; 

Boot ; " tben it do b- ," profit, advau- 

TIoots,' availa ; III. iv, 16. 
KnuNiJitTH, reboondeth j 1. fl. 58. 



Buna, burning logi of wood ; 1 
BiavlNO. defying ; II. iii. ill 



Bsuocii, a'rnamenl {w°™ ™ &* bat) ; 
Back's, like.: III. ii... 
But, eicept ; IV. L lea, 



Caikrb, onset, the horaa'i charge in 
CanrDL, foil of care and wnow ; II 
Care-tumid, tuned by cares; III. i 



Cm™, nprora (Folio a, and Quarto 

S, "Am™"); V.t. 46. 
Cmimv, cheerfully, gladly; I.iii.66. 
Chopping, changing (r j. the sense, at 

word*); V.iiL 1*4. 
Cla?. hastily thrust : III. ii. 114. 
Clkah, completely ; III. i. 10. 
Clihatv, country. region ; IV. i. 130. 
Cloistm th™, shut thyseli up in a 



Cj-osf, "at the dose" 

Folios, Quarto 3, ": 
the harmonious chart 
piece of maiie ; II. L ._ 
Coat, com of anni; III. L 






'-thee. 



^ii.jo. 



ding comfort; IL 
illLiiLi.S. 

self; I. iii 

hrw.il: ITT. it ,„ 

II. iii.. 16*. 

CoHciciT, fancy, conception s II. ii. 
Conclude, come to a dual ami 

0, confederate ; V. ii 



CoMranioMATa, full of u.ty for 011 
— " * UL ,,4, 

r, bewail j III. It. 



Convinn, thieve.; IV. L 317. 
Cokhoiiaht, glutton ; II. i. 38. 
Cobikctioh, chatriwment ; IV. L 7; 
Cousin, nephew : L li. ad. 
CuoaiLV, adversely 1 II. It. aa. 
Cdnhihq, deviied with skills L B 



uzah; -a. account/ heavy debt, I. 
i- 130; H d. exile," exile grieving the 
heart, I. iii 




DiausaiHo, tntoigrening ; V. iii. 66. 
Dhcoiitobtulc, living no comfort, 
dinDouragiag; ItLiL ' 

III. L 




D09AU TOHGnx, forked tongue; III. 

Doobt, doubtful ; I. It. so. 
Duu'd, dug op, tilled ; III. It. 56. 
DDSTt "■ dust," * particle of dolt 
(Quarto J, "the dot"); II. iii- 91. 

Each, sharp, biting : I. L eg. 
Eai, plough; III. S. 11a. 

righta niin anbject ; III. iii °ri" 
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Ehoaol'd, impriaoaed ■ I, iii xofi. 
England, trisyllabic ; IV. i. 1*. 
Entmtajh, harbour, feel ; IL ii. 4, 
Ebuu Tim, treated; III, L 37. 

Etbhto, ranlts; II. L 114. 
ExACTLT, expressly, in eiacl and dis- 

Eicirr, object to ; I. i. 73. 



Faiii, dear, fine, I. 
Fail* jet fall: III. i 



41 ; becoming, 
fVTiiLao^ 



Fbaudl, toll of fear; III. Ii. II 

Fbja, fierce, cruel; I. iii. 303. 
Kkualx, small and delicate ; I 



fount™, forbid (Folio* and 
S.-'fortld"); iV.Liig. 









r M&t Lb 



Fain, direct; II. I 

Gaqe, pledge ; IV. i. 13. 
GoilUT, young fellow ; V. [ii. If. 
Gbldkd, cruelly deprived; IL L sgj. 
Glistsuuhg, glutening, shining ; III. 

Gloss, tpaak insincerely [ II. L 10. 
GHiBLiNc, snarling, growling ; t. iii, 



■ God fob Hn ubbct," I pray God 
for Hit merer! II- ii. 9* ; V. ii. 75. 
Gunu, buried i III. ii. 140. 
C kkat, iwelliug with emotion ; II. i. 

Csibps, sud tales; V. L 43. 



1 tl« winter 

Happily, haply, perhaps i V. 
Happy, fottuMt.HlEi._9. 

HaEE-FAVOOB'd, JJgl}.; VTl. 1 



d, ogly i VTL 14. 
difficulty ; II. jy. i. 



Hateful, full of hue; II. ii. 138. 



Vfv. 



ht, haughty, proud 



Heabt-blood, heart's blood (the read- 
ing; of Qiarto,) ; IV i.aB. 
HmbiiT, high deans ; I. i. 1B9. 
HiGH-aTOHACH'D, haughty, warlike) 

His. its. IV. L =67. 

Hold out, " h.o. my horn, 4 £«. if 
my boras hold out ; II. L 300. 

Holf — holpen, helped 1 V. y. 61. 

Houis, disyllabic; I. ii. 7. 

Humours, dispositions or moods (due 
to the four essential fluid, of the 
body, which, according aa each pre- 
dominated, produced severally the 
itmgvini, chebric, mtUuKhoi,, or 
phlegmatic temperament) ; V. v. 10. 



tauily ; V. ii. _,. 

irLJt, title of immortality ; 
it; technically, u to npply 



Ihpxach, detract from ; I. i. 189. 

us, impress, heraldic curries ; III. 

rrTKBWT, immediately: V. yi. 48. 
FEBENT, indulgent ; II. iii. 116. 

hitar'lk, not habitable, not 
rding an habitation : I. i. 6j- 

-«t. put in possession J I L I* 

[nhurits, possesses ; II. 1. 83. 

Injukioos, pernicious, hurtful. I. L 91. 

'■TERLHANiiEABLV, in return, I. L 146 i 
jutually. V. ii, 08. 

" Jack o' the Clock," a 6gurs strik- 
ing the bell in the old clocks : V. v. 
60. 

Jade, a worthless horse ; III. iii. rip. 
auncing, riding hard, "fretting the 
horaeto make him prance ;"V- Y. 94. 
Jest, to take part in a game, or play -, 

JocENaYHAN, a workman hired by Ihe 

Rons, Irish foot-soldiers; IE L 156. 
Km, relatives by blood ; IV. i. .4*. 
Kind, manna, II. iii. 143; relatives 

Knots, fjoiyer-beols laid out in intri- 
cato pactami t III. iv. 46. 

Large; " at large," in detail, diffusely; 

Lean-loo k'd, lean looking; II. iv. 
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Li», gladr* ; V. a. , 

Light, alight ] I. i. S 
Light, lightly; I.iii 

I.I.I lil.lv- V m n. 



Mud to; ILL 9. 

y of a freehold into die 



Lodge, lay lo 



; III. ii 



; II. Leo 



is, chambei* -, 

mother long patted from ; III. Ii. I 
Love; "love and labour ■"■lore 1 

and labour'.; 11. iii. 61. 

aiiu-PAll, virgin-white ; III. iii. o£ 
Maim, deep injury ; I. iii. 156. 
Manage, measures of control; I. r. 

ability to"coDtfol, "ill." iii. ito. 
Manage, handle ; 111. ii. 118. 
Manou, estate! (Quito 3, "man 



iii. ii. ih 

Mon,mora; II. i. m 
Mortal, deadly ; III. ii. 11. 
Motive, instrument ; I. L 101. 
Moving, moving other* to pity; Y-l 



Native, hereditary; III. ii. 13. 

N<ai.i»ui; ifl.ii.S^- 
Nriohboor mAKHBSS, neer kinship ; 

N«nTBR?neaIr»] ; II. iii. 150. 

Nnw WOULD, hit Rate of things.; IV, 

Nicely, mbtly, delicately, Bwtastf 

cally; II.L.S4. 
NToblk, gold coin worth 6a. Ed., tnui 

groats (a groat ^41!.} ; with pl*y open 

Noran, noxious : HI. iv. 58. 
Noun not go* of them; V.ii.09. 

Obscshb, odious, repulsive 1 IV. i. 131. 

Offices, domestic offices, i-r. kitchenl 

pttqtries, cellars; I. it. 69. 
ObDIR ta'en, arraDgemnit* nstdej 

ClTHKB's=the other's; I. L «. 

C uT-uAflED, defied, cowed ; I. i. loo. 

OVKKWASNLHG, overbearing, ptBHUr.p' 

O WJW W. i. -Sj- 

oytters; I. n.'ji. 

FATBR, lettcre ; I, iii.' ajc. 

polite way of declining a request ; V. 

Parlc, parley ; I. i. toe. 
Fait, pan from ; III. i. > 
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Pait forthwith, depart at one*, im- 
mediately ; V. L fo. 
PliiTMJB, make partial i I. L no. 
Partial ilandbr, the alonder of par- 

Pasty, ride (Folios and Qoarto 5, " fac- 
tion J ), lit ii. acq; put, 111. iii. 

PasSsOjccu, passers-by J V. UL 9. 

Pkacxtul, undisturbed; III. ii. 115. 

PXLICAH, in allusion to the medieval 
belief thai the bird Felacantu led 
iu young with its own blood; II. 

Pxltiho, petty ; 1 1. L 60. 



[. 1U.SJ. 

11 11. iL a. 



Pmi amictej V. L 77. 

Plaihihc, complaining ; I. i 
Plated, clothed in armour 

Poikts I* at all p," snlry.'oi 



Poorly, dejectedly; III. ii 



Post, go wrth speed ; I. l j«. 

Post ; " in put." in hut* : IL L age. 

PoaTiKH (Quartoe 3, 4, "small po» 

Pdvd, army, forces : II. ii- 46. 
Puodeht, proof: II- 1. IJO. 



piling weights npoa tie cheat 



Glossary. 

putting to death by 
npoa the chut ; III. 



" tedious p_ _ . . _. 

PkOFAHB, be profaned by, I. iii. 5) ; 

commit sacrilese, III. iii. Si. 
Prdvtt, material advantage, pro*- 

parity; IV.Lnj. 
Peoof, hnpeuernibility ; "a tern 

particularly applied to defensive 

arms tried and found impenetrable " ; 

Property, "hie p.," its specific qual- 



Pukchasb, acquire, win ; I. iii.eBa. 

Quit, requite; " to q- their griefs " = 
"to requite their tragic taJee" (to 
pay back, to cap) ; V.L «. 

Raged, enraged : f I. i. yo. 

Ragged, rngj-ed, rough (Clark US. 

Rapim, a amall sword used in thrust- 
rag ; IV. L 40. 

RavBHSfDHGn, a seaport in Yorkshire, 
situated between Hull and Brid- 
lington, gradually destroyed by the 
aea in the fourteenth and fifteenth 
centorics; II. i. ao6. 

Saw, untutored ; II. IiL aa. 



KaoEAMT, falaa 11 



Redocbted, formidable : III. iii- 198. 
RnFLiiK, find comfort for (Quarto 5, 

" refuse that") J V. v. jo. 
Regard, approval : " with wit's r."* 



KEMMHDU 



i, iTS a 



ind ; Llii. ata. 

s, recalls from exile; II. u. 49, 
t, thought, mutter: II. L ej. 



withdrawn : II. ii- 46. 



Riwiioh, rightof furor 

RiiU'.'walU; lit H. at. 
Rid, dear™*; V. I*. II. 
Rounds, encircles ; III. u. 161. 

Rotal, fate coin worth 10 ihilliuga; 
with play npon "noble"; V. t. 07. 

Rob, technical tetm in the game of 
bowls : an Impdlment that might 
divert the ball from in mono; III. 
iv-4- 

Rue, the herb of Bruce, standing pro- 
verbially for'' ruth" ; lit If. lot 

Rug- headed, having &hag£y hair ; 
II. i. ijo. 

Sackaueht, '■ take the a.," take an 

oath ; IV. L 398. 
Sad, gran ; V. v. 70. 
8AFEauA«D, guard, protect I t iL 35- 
Scoffino : " a, hii Hate," i.t- scoffing 

at hie state; III. ii. 363. 
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"SBLF-aoan" (the reading of Folios 
3,4; otherwise "borne"; Vaugharl 
con] ecturcd ' L itiff-ttnu "i m " native, 
home-sprung," or (perhaps) " borne 
for gnajelf,"**. "borne selflahly" ; 
II.iii.80. 

Self-would, lelf-same m. ; I. ii. an. 

Senseless, addressed to a (eruelen 
object; IIl.iLaj. 

Sets, "who acta me dsef who else 
sets me a stake ; a term used in play 

Seveial, separate ; V. ail. 140. 
Shall, will ; III. n. 67. . 



Sighs of wax, armour ; II. iL 74. 

Sit, preas, weigh; II. 1. a«5. 

Sie and seven, tiled proverbially for 



Ilandw (n Quarto ■; ■ 

"slaughter"), that will ci 
proacG ; V. vL «. 
lo, providing; II. iL 101. 



3, easily, readily, lie- 



heavily ; II. L »5j. 
company, let ; IV. i. 
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t»n;IV.i»«. 

— .Ututus: ill. 1M 
i-sBa. 



tehion, L tii. »Bq. 
«iuili; II. i.»66. 
r (Quito 5, "tut 



Stiangu, ti 

Queen Elinb 
Stoke, U. fori 

SD i^f r )' ! IV™ „ 

Subjected, nude ; 



SuGT.KSTEn, tempted ; III. IT. 75. 
Sullen, gloomy ; V. vL O. 

SnproKTAKCt'mpiwit ;'lll. iv. 31. 

SwKAS, "|QD oar sword/' M. swear 

by the crocs, the hilt of the sword 
bemg in the form of m croa ; I- Aii. 

Swam, boQud by oath (" sworn bro- 

fmrati of chivulry); V, L ao. 
SvHPATHiHt, enter into, than the fool- 
is( of [ V. L *s. 



Tall, luge, strong : II. L nl 
Tun, attend ; IV. 1. loo. 

TnNnn, young; ; 1 L. iii. 4?- 
TiNDiniNG, holding dear, tt 
of; LL31. 



Thin, thin-haired; III.il. in. 
Taxt, obliged ; 1. 1. 63. 



1," perjured them- 

-., nrTiil. eg. 

Tram, traffic, intercoutH ; {Theobald 
conjectures *' trend," unnecessarily; 
"trade" is ultimately from the same 
word); III. iiL iso. 

TRADITION, old custom; III. ii. 173. 

Tnoop, compnny : P 
Troth, faith -, V. ii. 






:;:•;., 



voidable | II. i. 108. 



Undhap, free from do. 
UHDKRBKAKJHa, enduring, bearing ; 

UNFik-ivBipreued only by words ; tl. 

Uhfujuubh'd, bare, untapestried : I. 

ii.ee. 
Uhg«acious, graceless, wicked ; II. 

iiLBo- 
DmuFPnD, made wretched, depraved; 

possible "), impossible ; 

Unbtmd, thoughtless, giddy-headed ; 

Untheifts, spendthrifts, good-ftr-no- 
things; II. uL us. 
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Wail, bewail ; III. ii- 178. 

Wantons, " play the w" trifle, dally ; 

III. iii 164. 
Wakdeb, stuff borne by the King ai 

presiding over Ihc combat; I. iii. 

Waste, " diwtritctionof houara, wood, 
or other produce of lend, done by the 
tenant to the prejudice of too free- 
holder"; IL L 103. 

Waxen, soft, penetrable (need pro- 
■optically); I. iu. 75. 

Wbek'.. . wheb'Tu '*"" 



willing acquiescence : II. ii. St. 
Vistly (Qoartoa i.e, " wisbtly ") 
tentively, fixedly, perhaps ii 

ith'Srfle/."^^ 



Worthy, well-merited, deserved 

i.6*. 
WROUGHT with, joined with in el 

in»; IV. L 4, 

Yhahn'u, grieved (Quartoe r, a, 
" erod i Folios and Quart< 
" yern'd ; u emd * or " ennr 
grieved, confused with " yeain't 
3seLted> ; V. v. 36. 



Notes. 

J. 1. i. ' Old AAi «f Gaian ' ; Omnnt m only fifty-sighe ymn 
old it the time when the play opens, hut Shakespeare refer! to 
him throughout u an old man. 

L 1. ao. ' Many yari a/ haffy iayi irfal ' ; Pope suggested 
'Maymaay'; Tate, > Nn> many'; Collier, ' Full many '; others 
suggest that iftan' is to be tead a* ■ dissyllable. No change Is 
necessary ; the emphatic monosyllabic foot at the beginning of 
the speech is not rery remarkable, and may easily be paralleled. 

I. 1. 6$. • mMMsV' ; Theobald suggested 'ussssttt.' 

1. 1. 77. 'What I law if*k,tr Urn tamd nsnt *b*W'; this is 
the reading of Q. 1 ; Q. a, 'iptlm, sr than tout Aim' \ Qq. j, 4, 
* ^ftiH, ar luhat tlum auut Joau' ; Ff. sold Q. 5, 'ifiam, «■ ■**■ ejMf 
sbeV; Hanmer conjectured, 'j^ife, ai vkat tkaa kattdniitl' 

L 1. 9 j. ' /sr ***« «f*JM» iter/ ' ; since the insurrection of Wat 
Tyler, In 13S1. 

LI. lift, 'kgaar-ftar'; so Qq. I, j, and Ft |, 1; Qq. a, j, 4, 
'iqgor-faaa'; Ff. 3, 4, ■ haggard fiat ' ; Hanmer proposed ' llaajard 
fiar'i other* have suggested, *ssg-4sar fiar'\ ' itfitar-fatc ' ; 
'rtfaaSdfiar.' 

LI. 190. '3ai*t LamitrfiJ*f>\ thus Qq. 1,5, and Ff.; Qq. a, 
3, 4, ' St Lamtardi Day.' This was September 17th. 

L 1. 104. ' ierrf sunAsl ' ; Norfolk was himself Earl Marshal 
of England ; this waa therefore a deputy appointed for the 
occasion : Holinihed tells as that be was Thomas Holland, Duke 

■*** m 
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of Surrey, Capell suggested 'Martial' for 'Lard MartkJ' ■■ 
order to normalise the scansion of the line: otherwise ■ worth 
roust be taken as equivalent to a monosyllable, or a monosylla 
with an uneweDtlal extra syllable before a pause. 

I U. i. • rVexhteti', Uud' ; thus Qq. I, a, ), • { K I, X, i 
isad ' Ghmtkrt ' ; F. 4 and Q. 5, 'Gkittn! The Duke of Gl 
enter was also called Thomas of Woodstock. 

t it. 47. 'tit'; so the Ff. and Q. 5 ; Qq. I, *, 3, 4, ««*.* 

I. 11. 66. • Plaihy'% the Mat of Thomas of Woodstock, nl,. 
High Constable, Dear Dnnmow, in Essex. 

1. 11. 70. ' hear than' ; so Q. a; Q. 1 reads ' chttri than,' 

L 111. lo. 'and my inodif iuw'; so Qq. 1, s, 3, 4; the ' 
and Q. 5, * oW hit unending itiut.' 

I. Hi. 43. 'sWHj-Aardji *J Theobald') emendation of the < <> 
and Ff. ; Q. I, 'dariag, hard*' ; Qq. a, j, 4, 'sarng, hordu' ; 
r, a, 'daring httrdu 1 ; Q. 5 and Ff. 3, 4* '<&*£*£ hardy.' 

I. Hi. 58. <fci* aW' ; Qq. 1, a, 'is* oW.' 

L iii. 67, SS. ' at E*gliih ftaiU, . . . Tit damtiat lart' ; rofen 
to the English custom of having sweets at the last course a 

I. Hi. 84. ' irUHctmy ' ; the Qq. and Ff. ' amantt,' changec 
CapeU to ' imnunty.' 

I. iii. 118. 'Of mil wimnar fttagh'd up with mghbeur,' tm . 
Q. 1, 'crueli' for 'civil'; Qq. 1, 1, 3, 4, ' nuarrf' ; the Ft 
Q. J, 'nwA'; Theobald conjectured 'inqkkur' for ' neigklnu .'. 

1. III. 136. '-wrathful in* trmt' ; Q. 1 reads <Aar,i ww - 

I. iii. 138. •Uadrtd','-, Qq. I, 1., read •iitrtd,,' 
I. iii. 140. ' v/m jS<u 0/ lift '; the reading of Qq, 1, a, 1 s 
the Ff. and Q. j, 'nfnt fm cf death.' 
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LIU. 193. '»/*«■'; the Qq. and F. ■,'»/■»'; Ff. a. j, and 
Q.5,'«/«rr e '; F.4,'«/&r.' 

L ii!. 176. ' wi« mrm ' ; written as one word la the first two 
Quartos, and evidently prononneed with the accent on the firit 
syllable. 

I. It. 13. '.Sa^tf Are W Grm'; omitted In Qq. 1, 1, 3, 4; 
Inserted in the Ff. and Q. 5. 

I. it. $t. 'Sfy Ham'; the Bishop of Ely's palace In Holborn. 
• Ely-Place ' marks its site. 

II. i. 18. '0/ m*M< butt lit win art find' ; Q. 1 reads 'of -when 
toiU tkt aiu art find'; Q. I, > i,f -ahui itatc tit -atu art f and' ; 
Qq. 3, 4, 5 and Ff. read 'If kit itab: thai lien arc /mud' ; F. 1, 
'mimiJ' ; the reading In the text was first suggested by Collier 

II. i. 40-55. ' Tiit royal throne . . . Jewry' ; with the exception 
of line 50, this passage is quoted more or leas correctly in &rg. 
lamft ParnaHMi (1600), but is attributed by mistake to Michael 
Drayton. 

II. I. 73-93. These famous lines suggest comparison with the 
word play of Ajax upon his name in Sophocles' drama. 

II. I. 10*, •iacagid'; the reading of Ff. 1, l; Qq. 1, 1, 3, 4 

read •inragrd'; Q. 5 reads ' nciigad' ; Ff. 3, 4 read ' ingagrd.'' 
II. f. 115. '(Ami mtui,ml iixg ' ; Theobald's emendation of the 

Qq. and Ff. ; Qq. 1, 1, 3 read 'tie* hid net, w» ki*g' ; Q. 4 

reads ' thsu mrm ■«, asr lag'; the Ff. and Q. 5 read 'tktu and mat 

**' 

IL i. 1 1$. • And liou— King Richard. A lunatic,' etc. Q.I, 

'JnJlimi King. Almatih'; Q. a, ' Andtkm. King. A Itmntkl' ; 

Qq. 3, 4 read ' And Ihm. King. Ah hautkkt ' ; the Ff. and Q. 5, 

'And— Rich. And tit*, a haaUlm' \ Warbuiton, ' And thai— 

K. Ricb. And ikon, a ImUkL' 
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II. i. 145. ''Gahut m, «r Irvn ' \ Vanghan conjectni-ed ' Jgaa. 
mridva'; Collier MS., ''Gaiitit m, our ivim:.' 

II. i. 147. Pope proposed the omission of ' quite ' In order 
Improre the scansion of the line. It has been suggested th 
Shakespeare may have written ' 71b gailrmm and nubia hoik 
fintd.' Sidney Walker re-arranged the passage thug : — 

■Tht commons \utkkt pill d 
WUhgrimat Uxa, and q*iti tost lhairmtartt; 
TMt HoiUi hoi* hi fintd for oncUul ouorroh: 

The text at it stands is better than the readings which rcr 
from these emendations. 

II. 1 xji. 'Wan have,' etc.; Rowe's emendation; Qq. 1, 
and the Ff. read ' Wart hath,' etc.; Capell conjectured ' War ha. 

II. i. 153. " The allusion here la to the treaty which Richi 
made with Charles VI. of France in the year 1393." 

II. L 154. The Ff. omit 'ttiU'; but then are many aimi 
quasi-Aleaandrinei in the play. 

II. L 177. 'The* that: 1 htm frtm U Ptrt Bloat.' The first 

' Thin tkw, I hat* /rem U Pari Bio* 
A Bay in Brittaini; etc. 

Dr Wright note* that as the Qq. liaie ' le Pott BUn,' and Ho 1- 
ahed 'le Porte Blanc,' he adopt* the reading 'le Port Bla 
which is the name of a small port In the department of C6te 
Nord, near Treguier. 

II. I. 179. Malooe, having Holinihed before him, aasnmed ■ 
a line has been lost, and introduced the following Words s 
'CMmm'l— 

' Tkttm a/ Stchmrd Earl of Arwmdii.' 



